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Summary:
Locked within their apartment building and having run out of food, Andrew Graves accidentally discovers a family secret that turns both his and his sister's worlds upside down. A pact sealed in blood long ago will be the key to their salvation...and possibly their doom. This is a story of two individuals who proceed down the dark path of forbidden love, lust, and dealings with things beyond human imagination. This is a story of Eyes and Roots.

Chapter 1: Part 1
Chapter Text
The Coffin of Andy and Leyley – Eyes and Roots - Part 1

Andrew took a long drag on the cigarette clutched in his pale fingers. He could feel the heat of tobacco cinders meeting fresh oxygen and burning brighter. The same skyline he’d seen every night stretched out before him on the fourth-floor balcony, the same as it had been the day previously, the week before that, and the three months that had passed him and his sister by as they sat trapped within this damn apartment.

“Heyyy, Andy, make me some food!”

Speaking of which, there she was. He didn’t turn around but knew she had stuck her head outside the door.

“I would if I could,” he said to the air in front of him, tapping on the cigarette and watching the ashes drift away in the early fall air.

Andrew heard the glass door open all the way.

“You might be able to come up with something if you weren’t just smoking and standing like a dickhead trying to act cool out here!”

He clenched his teeth and turned around to meet the vibrant pink eyes of Ashley Graves; thin but still somehow retaining enough energy to berate him for some god-forsaken fucking reason again. It was probably all stored within those fat tits she managed to hold onto while malnourished.

“What the fuck do you want me to do Ashley!?” Andrew said, raising his voice. “We’ve scoured this entire apartment clean five times over, there’s nothing left!”

Ashley snorted, stepping outside and getting very close to Andrew’s face. The orange glow of Andrew’s mini-cancer-stick illuminated her pale features.

“You found these little fuckers last we looked, and you’ve spent the entire time since then huffing them like you want to meet an early grave,” she said with a glare, before she snatched the cigarette out of his hands and took a massive drag herself.

Andrew scowled, watching the cigarette burn closer and closer to the brown filter in her lips. She was very frustrating at the moment. Actually, scratch that, she’d been frustrating ever since she learned to walk and talk.

“They make me feel better,” he said a little weaker than he would have liked.

Ashley blew a big cloud of smoke into his face.

“Yeah sure, they make you feel better, they make you look cool, they help you relax, all the same shit Andy! What about me, huh? Do you ever think about me anymore? Or is it all about you?”

Andrew rubbed his face with both hands in exasperation, groaning.

“First, stop calling me Andy, you know I don’t like-“

“Andy, Andy, Andy!” she all but yelled. “And there you go talking about yourself again! God, I thought I was actually someone special to you!”

With that, she threw the stolen cigarette in the ashtray, stomped back into the apartment and slammed the door shut behind her.

“For fuck’s sake…” Andrew trailed off, reaching over and picking the still-glowing cigarette out of the ashtray. He brushed off the ash that had gotten onto the filter before taking one last final drag of the cigarette.

He exhaled, staring into the window of their apartment. Ashley hadn’t gone very far, moving over to the couch and laying down with her face towards the back cushions. She really was upset if she hadn’t even given him a chance to talk back to her.

Feeling the heat beginning to draw too close to his skin, he flicked the cigarette into the ashtray and made his way back inside. It was quiet, the faint ticking of his alarm clock in their room one of the only things you could hear indoors. He walked over to the couch and sat down where her feet were.

There was a healthy moment of silence before Andrew spoke.

“Ashley,” he said softly.

Ashely didn’t give him a response, still stubbornly facing into the cushions and avoiding eye contact.

“Ashley, you know you’re important to me,” Andrew said, trying to lock eyes with her.

Ashley had an extremely deadpan expression on her face, as if she doubted every single word he said.

Andrew sighed, “I’m sorry for focusing on myself so much. I know it’s not fair to you, especially since the both of us are stuck in here together.”

Her eyes finally drifted over to lock with his own. She stared for a moment before sitting up and facing him.

“…So how are you going to make it up to me?” she asked, cocking an eyebrow with a wry smile.

Andrew blinked, “…What did you have in mind?”

Her eyes narrowed again, “Some genuine apology if you didn’t even think it through.”

Andrew grit his teeth, “What do you want me for then? Huh? I said I’m sorry, I want to do something to make it up to you, so what is it that you want?”

Ashley ignored him and stretched back, her black shirt coming up and exposing her smooth, creamy white midsection with just a hint of an ab taper leading down towards…

Focus, Andrew.

She leaned backwards until her head and arms dangled over the side of the couch. She gestured widely towards everything she could see.

Andrew rolled his eyes, “do you really want to go over this entire apartment again? The entire thing? From top to bottom? We were lucky to find anything at all last time.”

“You certainly didn’t come up with anything better to do than mope,” she pointed out, coming back to a normal sitting position on the couch.

“Hey! I don’t mope!” Andrew protested.

Ashley grinned a beautiful, fucking annoying smile, “Come help me look again. Maybe our parents stashed some stuff behind the furniture in their room; we didn’t think to look there last time.”

With that she jumped up and led the way towards their parents’ room. That is, she made it all of five steps before she started to waver and slumped against the wall.

“Woah, take it easy,” Andrew said, bolting up and putting a steadying hand on her back. “You know you can’t exert yourself too much.”

“Urgh…Yeah, yeah I know,” she said with an irritated and exhausted look on her face.

She turned towards Andrew, “I guess that means you have to carry me there, huh?”

Andrew’s face paled somewhat, “H-How do you prefer?”

She smirked, “Your choice, but there’s definitely a wrong one.”

‘Piggy-back ride or death,’ she thought to herself.

Andrew looked at her for a moment before surprising the both of them.

Ashley’s only warning was the feeling of his arm reaching under her legs. Before she could protest, she was scooped off her feet and being held in a bridal position by Andrew.

She blushed softly at first but started dying of laughter seeing how tomato red her brother’s face had become.

“Oh my god, you should see yourself!” she laughed, nestling closer to Andrew’s chest while poking him in his rosy red cheeks.

‘Don’t drop her, don’t drop her, don’t drop her,’ his mind repeated like a mantra, face’s color turning into something best compared to the most artificial cherries one could buy at the store.

“Shut up,” he said, carefully stepping around the pile of picked clean garbage at the front of the apartment. She was heavier than she should have been, considering her now malnourished size. He supposed that meant he was getting weaker too. If they ever found a way out of here, he would work on fixing that.

“A big strong man you are, carrying the damsel away on a trusty steed? Is that the name for your cock? Your trusty steed?”

Andrew stumbled when she said that—head and neck blushing furiously.

“Why would you say something s-so utterly fucked up? Are you right in the head?” he asked, voice unsteady as he opened the door to their parents’ room with his back and flicked the lights on with a spare finger.

Their parents had left with dufflebags full of clothes and a few odds and ends. Everything else had been left here, in this room dominated by a queen-size bed. The siblings dare not sleep on it however, as they knew that their parents had done the dirty deed on top of it. Well, on top of it, on the sides, on the floor, practically every surface of this room had been desecrated by those two. Probably every other inch of the apartment as well.

Andrew and Ashley’s childhood memories could effectively be classified as a series of mundane events broken up by Ashley’s tantrums and walking in on their parents when their father was tied to the bed with a blindfold on. Nightmarish, really.

Ashley howled again with laughter to Andrew’s reaction, rubbing her face into the black fabric of his sweater as if it could muffle her laughs.

“You’d definitely be the type to name your prick something like that, huh?” she said.

“Aaand we’re done with this conversation!” Andrew said, plopping Ashley onto the unholy bed and taking a deep breath to steady himself. Carrying another human while malnourished and being the victim of sexual jokes was not easy.

Ashley rolled her eyes, still with a huge smirk on her face.

Andrew looked at the bookshelf besides his parent’s bed and thought about how best to move it. Not too many books, didn’t seem to be made of anything too heavy. The wood was cheap, since that was all his parents could afford when they moved in here.

He moved to the bookshelf, and gently grabbed it from the side and tried to slide it away from the wall. Bit by bit it eventually relented against his force and started to move.

Ashley watched him while she laid on the bed, not bothering to get up and help. She figured he would forgive her for not offering her help, considering her dizzy spells from not having had a proper meal in what felt like forever.

That thought made her stomach ache. Best to avoid those thoughts, huh?

Ashley stared up at Andrew’s arms as he gingerly pulled the bookshelf away from the wall, and she watched how his hands clutched the wood and revealed the veins underneath the skin. His hands were so large compared to her own. They made her feel safe. They were hers, and hers alone.

Andrew looked at her, his green eyes shining as he smiled in triumph. She returned the smile back to him.

“Good job, hero,” she commented.

“Thank you,” he said, catching his breath and ignoring the hero comment. “Do you feel comfortable enough to sit up and help look?”

Ashley sat up, looking at the wall that had been revealed. It seemed to be featureless.

“Hm,” Andrew intoned, absentmindedly punching the bookshelf as he thought about what to do next.

There was a crash as the middle shelf collapsed and books came falling to the floor.

“Pfft…nice going dumbass,” Ashley said.

“Oh fuck off, you didn’t even help me move it,” he replied.

“You didn’t need my help obviously,” she said, gesturing towards the fallen books. “Furniture truly cowers in fear when you approach.”

Andrew chuckled, “I suppose so. Fear me, shitty self-assembly pieces!”

“You’re soooo scary, oh my goooood what will we all doooo?” she asked theatrically.

“Fear me!” Andrew said, jumping onto Ashley and proceeding to tickle her.

“OH NO THE FUCK YOU DON’T!” she shouted, quickly squirming and shuffling so she could get away from this sudden menace to furniture and literature-kind.

Andrew found himself trying to pin down a slippery Ashley, who managed to avoid his grip and punch his chest and grab his hair at the same time. He still kept tickling her where he could.

“YOU BASTARD, I WILL SKIN YOU FUCKING ALIVE, QUIT IT!” she threatened, putting on her most menacing face.

“Okay, okay,” Andrew said, laughing.

He was straddling her with both of his arms supporting him upright. She hit him once more on the arm for good measure. It didn’t faze him, the smug prick.

“You know I hate that,” she said.

“But why? It’s so much fun!” Andrew said with a smile, looking down at her.

“Oh, so you can get away with things you think are fun, but when it comes to me it’s suddenly a bad idea?”

Andrew cocked an eyebrow, “Remember when you wanted to set those fireworks off inside when you were younger? That was your idea of fun, and it was a terrible idea then and now.”

“You don’t know that!” she responded.

“Mm…well, Mom and Dad would have hated it, which is why I didn’t let you go through with it.”

Ashley rolled her eyes, “you got to stop letting people tell you what to do so much Andy. I’m the only one you should be listening to; everyone else is going to take advantage of you.”

His eyes narrowed, “I don’t like And-“

“Oh? Not a fan of that name? To quote someone I know: ‘But why? It’s so much fun!’”

He said nothing, staring down at her underneath him. He had half the mind to strangle this imp. His other half wanted to strangle her, drag her across the room and pin her to the wall-

Andrew looked away, not before Ashley saw a small blush adorn his features.

“…want to look now?” she asked, filing that information she’d seen away for later.

Andrew nodded, getting off his sister and crouching down behind the bookshelf. Ashley joined him, the bedsprings creaking as she got off the mattress and sat down next to him.

“Looks like nothing,” Andrew commented.

The wall seemed inconspicuous enough. Same beige color as the rest of the room.

“I’m inclined to agree.” she said.

“But…” Andrew trailed off, reaching forward and running his hand along the wall. “Is it actually nothing?”

“What does that even mean? Are you some sort of detective now? Ooo, let me guess, there’s a fake wall behind the bookshelf that will reveal something we had never known before, and the case will be blown wide open?”

“You watch too many murder documentaries,” Andrew quietly commented, feeling against the wall.

“Not my fault that mom left her entire VHS collection here. You’d be surprised how good those old and dark noir movies can be, with the black and white?”

“Doesn’t noir literally mean dark in French? You’re just saying dark dark,” Andrew needlessly educated.

Ashley grabbed Andrew by the hair, to which he winced as he felt his roots threaten to break free.

“I’m gonna fucking make you go dark dark if you keep that shit up!” she growled, pulling here and there on Andrew’s head. She apparently didn’t appreciate getting an education in the French language.

“Hey, fucking quit it Ashley! Ow!” he complained.

She released him, throwing his head forward. He caught himself on the wall, fingers digging into the wallpaper.

She huffed, looking away from him. It wasn’t her fault that he had to be such an ass sometimes. This is what he needed to get himself straight again.

Andrew almost turned around and tackled her, before he felt something metallic under his fingers. He paused, mind beginning to race. Speaking of which, why had his fingers gone so deep into the wallpaper? Shouldn’t there have been brick behind it? The whole building was an old masonry frame, so the wallpaper should have been sitting on top of the bricks.

Investigating, he sank his fingers deeper into the wallpaper and felt an object behind it. It was large, whatever it was.

“Do you have something new to say to irritate me? Something that you learned in that shitty literature class you took in class with that skank?” Ashley asked, not having noticed what Andrew had.

There was no verbal response, as Andrew traced the outline of a square object he felt through the wallpaper. He chose to ignore that comment about Julia.

“Don’t ignore me-“ she said, reaching over to Andrew. Before she could grab him by the hair again, he reached back and pushed her forward so she fell on his lap, facing the wall as he was. She hit his knees with an ‘oof.’

“What’s the matter with you?” Ashley asked, before realizing there was something Andrew was acutely devoting his attention to besides her.

“There’s something behind this. Help me tear off the wallpaper,” he commanded.

She paused, stopping herself from making a retort to him bossing her around. That tone of voice was one he used only when he was very serious. Ashley knew better than to push it.

Together they slowly tore a frame around the square object in the wall, before the whole patch came off—revealing a copper-colored safe that had been implanted into a free space in the brick wall.

“…Well. Look at that,” Ashley said.

Andrew reached out and tested the handle. Surprisingly, the door to the safe unlatched with a metal clunk and smoothly swung open.

Both siblings looked on in anticipation as the safe opened all the way.

Inside were three objects: a massive book that seemed to be a photo album, a crimson-colored trinket that was shaped like tree roots branching out from a trunk, and a massive bottle of vodka. How old any of these things were was best left to the imagination.

“What were they up to…” Andrew asked the air, reaching forward and pulling out the photo album. Its cover was yellowed, but it had barely a speck of dust on top of it.

“…can we live on Vodka?” Ashley asked, reaching out and plucking the huge bottle out of the safe and looking it over. The label clearly read ‘Vodka,’ but whatever language the rest of it was written in didn’t register with her.

“Not very well,” Andrew said. “It’s a poison after all.”

“People do put on weight when they drink too much of it though, like those whores I saw walking around your campus when you were going to school,” Ashley said none too kindly.

“So, every other woman is a whore?” Andrew asked, cracking open the cover to the photo album.

“Yes, they are. They’re skanks and whores who you have no business talking with. Especially Julia, who I’m rather surprised hasn’t broken up with you yet. She hasn’t gotten any action from you in at least three months, but probably is getting so much dick on the side that she’s almost completely forgotten about you.”

Andrew clenched his jaw, trying to keep his breathing in check. This was just another one of Ashley’s ways to get under his skin, he just had to ignore it. He looked at the first page of pictures in the book, seeing photos of their parents when they were much younger.

Ashley’s pink eyes leered towards him in the corner of his vision, “She probably found some guy with a cock so much bigger than yours, someone who knows how to satisfy her in ways you never could. And you know what? I bet she loves the feeling. She loves the feeling of betraying you and is just waiting for the day you’re going to get sloppy seconds. Julia is the type of bitch who probably dreams about taking a fat load from some jock and making you eat out whatever is left when she has time for you. She’s probably getting pounded and creampied right now as we speak, that wrist-slitting whore-“

“SHUT THE FUCK UP ASHLEY!” he yelled, whipping around towards her and pushing her away from him, backing up into the corner against the safe and the bookshelf.

“NO, YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP DUMBASS!” she roared back, jumping over and grabbing onto his hair again. “I’M TRYING TO KEEP YOU SAFE FROM WHORES LIKE HER!”

Andrew tried to pry her hands off him, “She’s my GIRLFRIEND Ashley! What the FUCK is WRONG with you! Why would you SAY shit like that!?”

Ashley persisted in her attack, getting rougher.

“Because it’s TRUE you dense cockbrain! I’ve known the entire time you two have been dating that she’s a lying skeeze of a whore that doesn’t deserve you or your attention. She absolutely has been making you look like a FUCKING IDIOT CUCK behind your back!”

Andrew tried to stand up, but it hurt his scalp too much. Ashley started to slap the top of his head as she pulled at the same time.

“What proof do you have, huh!?” He shot back at her, trying to avoid her strikes. “Why should I trust what you say when you’ve harassed her the entire time we’ve been going out!?”

“BECAUSE SHE DOESN’T DESERVE YOU ANDREW!” she all but shrieked, shoving Andrew hard back into the floor.

She stood over him, hands clenched and shaking, “I’M the ONLY ONE who knows you, KNOWS what you’re like, KNOWS what you’ve done, and NO ONE is going to replace me! Especially not that depressing whore who can’t keep her legs shut to save her life! FUCK HER, and ANYONE else who tries to take you from me!”

With that, she stomped out of the room with bottle of Vodka in hand, leaving Andrew by himself with the blood rushing through his ears and his heart hammering away.

He took a deep breath, trying to get his emotions under control. Deep breath in, deep breath out. Focus on getting yourself under control.

Andrew lashed out, punching the solid steel of the copper-lined safe. It hurt. It wasn’t enough.

He ended up punching the safe over and over again until his knuckles were bloodied, and he cried in frustration, alone in the bedroom with just himself, his thoughts, and a photo album with old memories.

###

Andrew hadn’t moved from where he sat, wedged between the bookshelf and the wall. He had a splitting headache, but his eyes had sufficiently dried, and he felt okay enough to properly dig into the photo album he had nestled on his lap. Sometimes a good breakdown was cathartic in its own way.

Ashley probably would have cooled off by now anyways.

He wondered why this book had been locked away behind a wall of things, and why his parents had left it here when they moved into their new place. It felt like they had wanted it to be forgotten.

Andrew glanced over to the red, tree root-shaped trinket resting on one of the shelves. Something felt…off about it. He didn’t really want to touch it, but he felt like there had to be a reason it was locked in here with the album and the hard liquor.

‘Well, let’s see if we can figure it out,’ Andrew thought, opening the book and looking through the pages. As he saw before, there were many photos of his parents when they were young. His mom seemed to be a bit of a rebel when she was younger, maybe middle school age if he was judging correctly. Despite the worldwide dye shortages that came into effect shortly after Andrew was born—resulting in nearly all fashion being based around the colors of white and black, his Mom seemed to be wearing a black jacket and black jeans when other colors used to be readily available.

His dad on the other hand, seemed to look entirely plain, as he always did. The people behind him though…

‘Holy shit, those are my grandparents?’ Andrew thought to himself, not believing what he was seeing.

The two adults behind him were anything but like his father. While his younger dad was giving the plainest smile one could manage while dressed in a polo shirt, his parents were dressed to the nines in the most groovy, psychedelic colors one could put on a shirt and pants. The man had brown eyes, black hair, and a beard that put any lumberjack to shame, while the woman had bright pink eyes and wavy black curls that fell over her tie-dye shirt and accessories. It appeared that Andrew’s father was the son of hippies.

‘Un-fucking-real,’ Andrew thought with a snort. How did his father ever end up the blandest human being on the planet? How did he just end up as the yes man to Andrew’s mom?

Speaking of which, Andrew spotted a younger photo of his mom, about a year or so before she got pregnant with him—which meant this was an 8th grade photo. The young age of his parents hit Andrew again; there’s no way in hell that he would have ever been ready for a child when he was in the 8th grade, so why did his mom ever think that was a good idea? For that fact, why did she think it was a good idea to have another child just two years later? Un-fucking-real, again.

His mother had a sly smile on her face in the photo, green eyes complimenting her dark clothes. Behind her were the other set of grandparents, who were dressed in…country clothes?

Andrew peered closer at the picture.

No doubt about it. Her father was a handsome raven-haired man with yellow eyes dressed in plaid with jeans and suspenders. Her mother was a brunette, slender, green-eyed beauty wearing a sundress with a quiet smile on her face. They all were standing in front of what looked to be a field of some kind, with a barn in the background.

‘Rebel indeed,’ Andrew thought. He had no idea that his mom came from the country, all he and Ashley really knew was that mom kept saying she had to support the two of them with their dad after she got pregnant, and that her parents didn’t approve.

Because of that, and that their dad never talked about his family in much detail, the Graves siblings had never met their grandparents. For some reason, Andrew had never questioned this until now. Why hadn’t they met them? It had been 20 freakin’ years, for god’s sake! Where the hell were they?

Flipping through more photos, Andrew saw all sorts of childhood memories from both of his parents. The early birthdays, the vacations, the mischief that his mom had caused (and had subsequently been documented in photography, never to be forgotten), and so many other things.

Near the back of the photo album however, there were a series of photos that made his eyebrows shoot straight into his hairline.

His dad’s dad—Andrew’s grandfather on his dad’s side, was pictured drinking copious amounts of alcohol with an arm slung around two men who were dressed in what could only be described as cultist clothes. Grey robes with red sigils drawn around the hems, they were the perfect example of something the news would show on late-night TV to scare moms into monitoring their children’s pen and paper RPG sessions.

Another photo showed his mom’s mom—Andrew’s grandmother on his mom’s side—drinking tea with other ladies…who all were dressed in grey robes with red sigils around the hems. Lots of eyes, if Andrew was being honest.

“What the fuck…” Andrew said aloud, trying to figure out what the hell he was looking at. Why did both sides of his family have some sort of relationship with this…group? Cult? Club? He wasn’t sure what any of this was.

A white piece of paper was sticking out of one of the photos’ slots, wrinkled and faded on the edge. Carefully, Andrew pulled the paper out and read the simple handwritten message scrawled across it.

‘Even though we don’t approve of you marrying that boy, and you’ve decided to go your own way in life—keep the heirloom with you. I know you don’t understand our family history, and I know you want nothing to do with it, but it needs to be passed down to you. You can lock it up somewhere where you never have to see it, but make sure it stays with you.’

Andrew slowly looked up towards the red trinket in the safe; the same feeling of unease he had felt before washed over him again. What was this thing? Why did his grandparents whom he had never met nor seen any evidence of demand that his mom keep it with her?

Flipping over the paper, Andrew saw that there was one last written passage on the back.

‘When you have the baby, tell them that their grandma and grandpa love them. I hope one day that we can make amends and be a family again. I love you, more than you’ll ever know. Be safe darling. -Mom’

Andrew’s mind was mulling over everything, so much information that he had never even known about was suddenly dropped into his lap like a bomb. Where to start? Why hadn’t his mom or dad ever brought up their parents? Why were there suspicious photos of what had to be an occult group associated with BOTH sides of his family?

And what the hell was this red thing?

He tucked the paper back where he had found it, before shutting the book and putting it back into the safe. He eyed the red tree-root trinket that laid there by itself as he did so. Pausing for a moment, he reached out and touched the thing.

Nothing happened. In fact, the instant he touched it the ominous feelings disappeared completely.

Andrew carefully picked it up and held it in his palm. It felt light, whatever it was. It was almost like it had been carved from wood or bone, and it had such a rich red tone to its color. It really did look like tree roots, but on further examination it appeared to be a wild sprawl of branching limbs and tendrils that spread in every direction. Odd shit.

He pocketed the ‘heirloom’, shut the safe and stood up, instantly regretting it as the killer headache from earlier struck again. They’d run out of medicine a while back; he’d have to just call it a night. There was no way, however, that he was going to be sleeping here in this room. Too many revelations for one evening, plus he had no interest in sleeping on a bed that was only as soft as it was because his parents had tenderized it with countless nights of BDSM.

‘I guess that means I have to deal with my sister now,’ he thought with a bit of dread, headed back towards their shared bedroom.

###

Ashley laid in her bed, staring at the ceiling. The alarm clock ticked by, second by second in a rhythm that never stopped. Tick, tock. Nothing changed. Tick, tock. Nothing changed.

Her mind was whirling, thinking about what she had told her brother. That had been one of the biggest fights they’d had in a long time. Normally she would expect Andy to come in and apologize to her a few minutes after she left, but that hadn’t happened. It had been two hours now, and he was still nowhere to be seen.

Ashley lifted her head and looked over at his empty bed, feeling a profound sense of loneliness. Her head hit her pillow again, and she let out a breath she’d been holding.

She was right of course, saying that Julia was a hussy who didn’t deserve her brother. No one did. No one except her; his Ashley, his Leyley. She sure as shit was not going to let any other girl get him like Julia had; take his attention, his affection, his wonderful everything…

She looked over at his bed, spotting one of his old sweaters that he hadn’t cleaned yet. She darted across their bedroom and snatched the black-colored article and brought it over to her bed. She curled up underneath the covers and took a deep inhale of the sweater, nerves crackling as the comforting and soothing scent of her big brother flooded her brain.

She took another deep whiff of it, feeling her body grow warm. God, she loved this. She made up an excuse to Andrew that it helped her sleep since he was such a baby when it came to sharing a bed together. For some reason he was so uncomfortable with it. Never stopped him from crawling in with her in the middle of the night when he had night terrors though.

Her mind drifted off, thinking about him as she took in his smell. She really loved him, she really loved Andrew. More than anyone else ever could.

Her hand dipped into her jean shorts, and she started to gently rub herself as she took in his scent. It was such a naughty thing to do, especially since he could walk in here at any time and catch her. It thrilled her to think about it. How embarrassed he would get, how he would never be able to look at her the same way, how he would know how insanely turned on she got just by having his sweater like this.

She thought about how she was so lucky to be locked in here with him, how Julia never got her filthy fucking hands on him the entire time he’d been here, how she’d gotten all of his attention and no one else did. Sure, they’d probably starve to death in this apartment, but she had him all to herself. They would die together, and that was enough for her.

These thoughts of victory made her panties soaked; she dipped two fingers into her pussy and audibly gasped at how good it felt. Whenever she thought about being the only one who Andrew had devoted his attention to, it made her sopping wet. Curling her fingers upward, she focused on hitting her g-spot and consequently got even more wet as waves of pleasure swept through her body.

Tucking the sweater in her chin so it didn’t go anywhere, she put her free hand down her pants and resumed the attack on her clit. She knew exactly how to hit each spot, and before she knew it, she could feel the orgasm approaching. This was her favorite part—getting to cum her fucking brains out.

She took one final inhale of Andrew’s sweater, brain unable to handle the sensory overload of his incredible scent and the pleasure she’d been building in her pussy. She came, and she came hard; her whole body spasmed and she had to bury her face into her pillow as she moaned uncontrollably. Her panties and shorts were officially soaked to the bone and needed a laundry cycle.

Seeing stars, she came up for air and took some deep breaths, chuckling in satisfaction when she experienced a few aftershocks that made her hips and pussy tingle. One day, maybe she’d build the courage to make Andrew do this for her. Oh well, a girl could dream.

Ashley knew that he wasn’t like that with her. Sure, he had a few weird moments here and there lately, but that was because of cabin fever and the fact that he finally saw her as a woman instead of just his ‘little sister.’ The day she realized that was a happy one indeed.

There were footsteps down the hall.

In a panic, she threw the sweater across the room back to his bed. Pulling the covers up over her lower half, she tried to look as normal as possible.

There was a quick knock on the closed door, followed by Andrew walking in. He spared her a glance, narrowing his eyes and wondering why her cheeks were so red. She probably just wasn’t feeling well. Neither was he for that matter, so that made two of them.

“Did you drink the Vodka?” he asked.

“No,” she said. “I wanted to wait for both of us to drink it together.”

“Tomorrow,” he said, before falling face first onto his bed.

She pouted. It seemed that he was only in the mood for one-word answers.

“Why not tonight?” she asked. “No point in waiting for calories!”

Andrew turned his head towards her, staring at her with tired eyes.

“Let’s wait until tomorrow when my head doesn’t feel like it wants to split wide open.”

“And why is that? Someone get a little emotional looking through old photos?” she teased.

He looked at her with a deadened expression, wordlessly turning over and facing the wall.

“Goodnight,” he said, completely ignoring what she had said.

Ashley’s eye twitched.

‘Whatever,’ she thought. ‘He’ll get over it tomorrow.’

She decided to go to sleep too, flicking off the light and covertly slipping out of her wet panties and shorts. The cool sheets felt wonderful.

END OF PART 1



Chapter 2: Part 2
Chapter Text
The Coffin of Andy and Leyley – Eyes and Roots - Part 2

Andrew awoke. The cool stone beneath him was…not where he should have been.

Bolting upright, he realized that he was no longer in his apartment. He wasn’t even in a place that resembled Earth. He was on some sort of stone platform suspended who knows how far above what seemed to be endless darkness. Featureless red skies stretched endlessly around him, which transitioned slowly into darker and darker colors as they neared the horizon, fading to black as they dipped below it.

The air was stagnant, there wasn’t a sound to be heard except his heartbeat. Andrew looked all around him but saw nothing that provided a solution to his predicament. Was this all a dream? Very likely, but this had to be one of his most vivid to date. It just felt so real…

A discordant voice spoke behind him, like a chorus of voices that were all trying to speak in harmony but failing miserably.

“YoU.”

Andrew nearly jumped out of his skin, whipping around and taking in a truly massive shape approaching out of the darkness.

“…Uh, pleased to meet you?” he said. Might as well play nice with whatever his mind was coming up with.

“…ManNeRs? HOw nIcE to SeE. HoW dID yOu geT HeRe HuMAn?”

Andrew shrugged, “I really don’t know. Last thing I remember was going to sleep.”

The gargantuan shape finally emerged out of the darkness and came into focus, revealing itself to be a mind-numbingly tall tree of some sort. Branches spread out in every direction towards the red skies, and the roots dipped into the darkness below never to be seen again.

“I hAve ShOwn mYselF to a SelecT Few,” it continued. “YoU wErE Not oNe of TheM.”

Andrew thought about what this tree was saying. This all seemed pretty real for a vivid dream. He couldn’t even manifest his perverted desires like he normally was able to when he lucid dreamed.

“Does this have something to do with it?” he asked, fishing in his pocket and pulling out the branching-root heirloom for the tree to see.

In a flash, the tree was suddenly right up against the stone platform, making Andrew backpedal in surprise. It was as if a solid wall of black wood appeared in a split second to dominate his view.

“…You are a descendant of the dormant tar soul,” it said unexpectedly in perfect clarity. The tree’s voice was nice to listen to.

“Erm…” Andrew wasn’t sure how to respond to that.

“Yes. You are one of two. I can see the darkness that you live with. Your sibling’s nearly hatched tar-colored soul, much like their parent’s. It is creeping its tendrils into you and will succeed in its mission, my little sapling.”

‘Sapling?’ he thought. Did this thing consider him her…child?

“In a sense,” it said.

‘Oh shit, it can read minds?’ Andrew thought.

‘Yes,’ he heard in response. That took him off guard. Speaking of which, why hadn’t he woken up from this? And what was the whole deal about tar-colored souls?

“You have the mark in your possession, and thus have chosen to follow your family’s legacy,” the tree said aloud. “It comes from one of your ancestors who struck a deal with me some generations ago.”

“For what?” Andrew asked.

“Protection, in exchange for the bloodline,” it said matter-of-factly. That didn’t explain anything to Andrew.

‘You don’t need to understand it,’ it spoke in his mind again. ‘The less you know, the easier it will be for you and your future. Keep the mark on your person, and you will receive my protection in the form of my branches and roots. They are everywhere. Follow the path that will soon become clear, and you will fulfill the promise that was made long ago.’

“Any hint as to what fulfilling the promise looks like?” Andrew asked, slightly irritated that this tree was not being straight up with him. He already had to deal with Ashley’s antics, he didn’t feel like dealing with a dream-tree’s as well.

“…I will give you one hint for now, little sapling,” it said. “Remember this: the union with the lord of eyes will begin the path. Anymore than that, and you will be hampered on your journey. Remember, I am with you always. I am of your blood, and you are of mine. Goodbye.”

And then Andrew disappeared.

###

Ashley was doing her best to ignore the growling of her stomach when her brother finally bolted awake, visibly sweating with his eyes wide. He glanced all around him before seeing Ashley and finally relaxing.

“Another night terror?” Ashley asked him. “Surprised you didn’t immediately come crawling over to me so I could help you feel better.”

Andrew took a deep breath and nodded, “Yeah, just a weird dream.”

He laid back down on the bed, also ignoring the early-morning hunger pangs that hit his stomach. Under the covers, he reached into his pocket to feel the ‘mark’ that his dream had focused on for some reason. Touching it, he immediately winced and recoiled as something sharp pricked his finger.

Ashley noticed his reaction.

“Did you dick grow barbs or something?” she asked, amused.

“No, thank you very much. I took the weird red-symbol thing from the safe last night and had a weird dream about it,” Andrew responded, looking at his finger and seeing a prick of blood on his fingertip. “I think it just stabbed me.”

“Pfff, that’s karma for you. Maybe you shouldn’t have gone digging around in their weird hidden-in-the-wall stuff? Now you got a boo-boo and I’ll have to kiss it all better for my little Andy~”

Andrew made a disgusted face, “Maybe I’d let you if you didn’t call me that.”

He reached back into his pocket and very carefully withdrew the mark and saw that it was distinctly different from yesterday. There was indeed a barb sticking out from the center of it where the roots spread outward, but it was shrinking down in size. Andrew could see a little of his blood still on the razor-sharp tip, slowly being absorbed into the body of the thing like a sponge.

Ashley crawled off her bed and sat next to Andrew, looking at it.

“Weird. Last I checked, arts and crafts projects don’t change sizes or shapes on their own all that often,” she pointed out.

‘True enough,’ Andrew thought. It didn’t have a spike on it yesterday, and the color of it…wasn’t so red right? The thing looked like it was practically glowing crimson.

*ring ring*

Andrew and Ashley looked up in surprise. They were getting a phone call for the first time in forever. Ashley jumped up and walked out to the phone in the living room, answering it.

Andrew shortly followed, unable to hear what was being said except for Ashley’s responses.

“How nice to hear from you,” she said, voice sickly sweet. “Mhm. I don’t know if he’s around, but I could probably get him, but then why should I? Oh, it’s important? Well, you sound pretty sad, so I’ll be sure to grab him for you.”

Ashley held out the phone towards Andrew with a smug smile, “it’s for you, darling.”

A knot was forming in his stomach. He took the phone from his sister and answered.

“Hello?” he asked.

“…Hi Andrew, it’s Julia…” a soft-spoken voice said on the other end.

“Oh…Hi Julia. How are you?” he asked, immediately garnering a pissy look from Ashley. For some reason she felt like sticking around and watching.

“Andrew, I’ve been thinking a lot about us…”

Ashley watched in satisfaction as the phone call quickly turned into an argument, which finally ended with the both of them saying their goodbyes. Good riddance.

Andrew eventually hung up the phone once he heard the line go dead, his memories with Julia passing in front of his eyes.

“Trouble in paradise?” Ashley asked with a smile.

Andrew shot her a withering glare, “You don’t have any sympathy.”

“Not for her, nope. I already told you you’re better off without her.”

Andrew sighed, turning around and heading to the bathroom.

“I’m going to shower and take a nap. Go do a victory dance or something.”

Ashley thought about doing exactly that with a huge smile as the bathroom door shut behind him.

###

In the shower, Andrew sat on the tile floor and let the hot water pour down around him. He didn’t feel much of anything, which was one of the best indicators that he was upset that he was going to get. He was so tired of Ashley butting into his love life like this. So many threats, so much harassment, so many dates and sleepovers ended early because Ashley was having some crisis. Yet, Andrew couldn’t ever find the strength to tell his little sister ‘no’.

He and Julia had talked about it too, about how Ashley needed to learn some independence on her own. How she needed to not rely on him for everything. How Julia just wanted Andrew to focus more on her instead of coming to his little sister’s aid every single day. Julia was right of course; Andrew knew it in his gut.

But that didn’t stop him.

No, he loved being the focus of his sister’s attention, didn’t he? He loved being the one that she depended on, the one that had all but raised her as they grew up together. He loved her deeply, yet despised who she was at the same time. Especially Leyley, her younger borderline psychopathic self. He wished he could go back in time and strangle the little creature.

He also wished he could have strangled that little pathetic version of him, pin Andy to the wall and lock him in the box with…

Andrew felt his blood run cold thinking about Nina. He quickly tried to sweep those thoughts aside.

That moment had ossified the bond between him and Ashley forever. What had been a close sibling relationship before had turned into something so much darker after those grim days. Ashley was right when she said she was the only one who could understand him, the only one who knew who he really was, the only one who he could rely on. If he told the truth to another soul, they would see him as a monster—he knew it.

The steamy water traced paths down the contours of his lithe body, like tiny rivers that eventually met the ocean below him in the drain. Andrew focused on it, focused on the soothing sensation that was one of the few respites of what he and Ashley were going through.

*knock knock*

“Are you nearly finished crying in there?” Ashley’s voice asked. “I need to go to the bathroom at some point, unless you prefer that I squat over the sink and do it there instead.”

Andrew sighed, rubbed his face and got up off the floor. He definitely didn’t want her to do that, and he knew better than to assume she wouldn’t. Not because she had to, mind you.

But because she knew it would get a rise out of him.

###

Andrew stepped out of the bathroom after a few minutes, mostly dry but wearing a towel around his waist.

Ashley was leaning against the wall waiting for him, but stepped back in surprise when he stepped out half-naked with a small blush on her cheeks.

“Ooo, feel like being naked around me now? Quite a dramatic change considering you just broke things off with her. Am I to be her replacement, dear brother?” she asked, hiding a laugh behind her hand.

Andrew slicked his somewhat wet hair backwards out of his eyes, green eyes narrowing.

“Weirdo,” he said somewhat flustered, walking past her and heading to their bedroom. “I just left a change of clothes in the bedroom.”

“Uh-huh, sure. Why didn’t you ask me to get it for you then?” she teased, following him closely.

“Because why would you care if I was half-naked around you?” he asked her with a raised eyebrow. “We’re just siblings.”

“Oh, so it’s okay because we’re siblings then? Then what else should we be comfortable with? Tell me, I’m dying to know,” she asked, careful not to slip on her brother’s wet footsteps.

“…W-What do you even mean?” Andrew asked, heart rate picking up.

“So you’d be okay with me walking around with just a towel around my waist? My fat tits out for the whole world to see?”

Andrew blushed hard, “No, no I don’t need to see that, thank you very much.”

Ashley grinned, “But why not? Why should you get to walk around like this, but I don’t get to? Not very fair Andy,”

Andrew spun around and glared down into the pink eyes of this mischievous little shit trailing him.

“…Do it then,” he said, voice suddenly even.

Ashley stopped, her eyes wide as if she was a deer caught in headlights.

“O-Oh, right now? So you’d be okay if I trapsed around here with nothing but a towel?”

Andrew didn’t even hesitate, “It’s only fair, like you said.”

Ashley wasn’t prepared for Andrew’s confrontational side to come out here.

“Well, I-I don’t-“

Andrew leaned in very close to her, staring her down.

“Don’t what? Don’t want to walk around with your fat tits out?”

Ashley swallowed, then frowned.

“Don’t think that I won’t!” she loudly declared, trying not to look down at his cut physique that had only gotten more defined as he lost body fat by the day.

Andrew smiled, “Then do it. Show me you’re not full of shit.”

Ashley blushed ferociously. She hated this part of him, hated that he wasn’t acting like the sweet, embarrassed Andy she knew. ‘Andrew’ was a cool and collected version of him, one that had been getting more and more prominent the longer they’d been locked in here together. He didn’t play along with her like she wanted him to.

He also made her so, so fucking turned on and she didn’t understand why.

“…I need to go take a shower,” she quietly said before moving past him into their bedroom, grabbing a change of clothes and a towel, and walking into the bathroom and shutting the door with a slam.

Andrew all but collapsed on himself, taking a deep breath and bending over to lean on his knees. That was one of the few times he could ever remember having the edge on Ashley. He didn’t count on it happening again soon.

He got dressed and walked out to the balcony to watch over the city again. He could see cars and pedestrians past the quarantine zone that had been set up around their building. Andrew had spent a whole day during the second month calling out to them to help them, to let someone know that they were trapped in here. Oh, they heard him alright, but they all speedily ignored him and his pleas.

In fact, that same night there was a news bulletin on the TV that went something like: “To those who report hearing people calling for help in the quarantined apartment, keep in mind that the parasites make them act erratically. You’re better off ignoring them. Any attempts to help them will be redirected to the HR department, where they will implement careful equitable beatings to make sure that you understand everyone is safe! Now back to the weather.”

Andrew snorted, reaching down into his pocket and feeling the root mark where it should be. He didn’t remember putting it in his new pair of pants, but they ended up there regardless. That dream was quickly revealing itself to be anything but a dream.

Andrew then picked up on faint music playing somewhere nearby. It was…weird. It sounded like cheap Halloween music that should have been playing at some amusement park somewhere. It started growing in volume until it became very obnoxious and reverberated through the building. It was from their next-door neighbor, who owned the balcony directly across from theirs.

Andrew tried to peer over the ledge as far as he was able to but couldn’t see far enough to make anything out. The interior was pitch-black.

He noticed out of the corner of his eye that Ashley had stepped out of the bathroom. Turning to look at her in the window, he stopped dead in his tracks as he realized she was wearing nothing but a towel around her slim waist. That little bitch had called his bluff.

She smirked at him from the living room, spinning around and giving him a full view of her smooth, alabaster-toned, thin and busty body before she strutted into the bedroom and shut the door.

Andrew covered his face with one hand and dragged it down in exasperation. That wasn’t something he needed to see. It definitely wasn’t something that he needed his brain to burn into his head as it just had. He could see it in slow motion, he could see every curve, every inch of her on display just for him. He could see her perfect tits that were so large on her small frame. God, what the fuck was wrong with him?

He walked back into the apartment and planted his butt on the couch, leaning back and stretching himself over the entire sofa. He was a sick, sick individual for looking at her that way.

‘Maybe I should just jump off that ledge one of these days,’ he thought to himself, pinching the bridge of his nose as if it could atone for his thoughts.

That music was still playing, even louder here in the living room where they shared a wall with the guy. It was nonstop, looping Halloween music that never seemed to end. Andrew zoned out, feeling his temper rise the longer he listened to it.

Ashley stepped out the bedroom, thankfully dressed and working on drying her hair. She and Andrew locked eyes for a moment, an unspoken conversation between them. For now though…

“Why the fuck does he play his music so loud?” she asked Andrew. “I could hear it clear as day when I was in the shower.”

Andrew shrugged, “I don’t know, but I am very eager for him to turn it off. I can’t even think in here with that spooky bullshit on full blast.”

Ashley knowingly smiled, “Thinking about what?”

Andrew looked at her, giving a confident smile of his own, “nothing you haven’t thought about.”

He was over being easy prey for her games.

Ashley walked around the couch and, after a moment of hesitation, laid directly on top of him chest to chest.

Andrew’s eye twitched. She smelled nice, and he didn’t appreciate having a view of her tits squashed up against him like they were.

“I’m so curious,” she said with a smile. “Why don’t you tell me what you’ve thought about first?”

Andrew was rapidly getting a boner, which was a no-go if he wanted to win this round. The only thing that would prove is that he thought about her like that, which is something she would be able to use against him forever. Therefore, with the power of extreme will, he forced himself to stay at a semi.

“Just that I don’t need my sister to be walking around with her fat tits out, even if we’ve shared this apartment for way too long.”

Ashley’s smile turned wicked, “Oh, is that so? Why are you focusing on that? What’s wrong with my ‘fat tits’ as you say? Are they distracting?”

Andrew felt himself slipping somewhat, “They’re not something I need to be seeing, as your big brother.”

Ashley leaned up and whispered in his ear, which sent a shiver down his spine, “Are they ugly? Is that it? Do you not like seeing your sister’s big fat titties that she’s worked so hard on growing?”

She continued, “Or…Do you have other thoughts about them, hm? Is this all a way to keep yourself in line instead of looking at me like you know you shouldn’t?”

“Guess all you want,” he responded, expertly deflecting the question. “Let me ask this: why do you want to show them off? Why is it so important to get my attention?”

Ashley didn’t miss a beat, “Why, I’m not trying to get your attention Andy! Why would I do something like that? We’re just brother and sister after all, we share everything with each other. Plus, there’s not that big of a difference between your chest and mine.”

‘Wrong to the ultimate degree,’ he thought. There was a LOT of difference between them.

“So why spin around after you got out of the shower and show off?” he asked, throat becoming dry as sandpaper.

“Is that what you thought I was doing?” she asked with a giggle. “What a dirty mind you have. I was just drying off; did you think I was deliberately trying to show you my body? I think you were the one who was looking at me like that.”

Andrew sighed and rolled his eyes. He couldn’t beat her on this one. No matter how he framed it, she would have a counter.

She smirked, knowing she’d gotten her win streak back. It was so much fun to tease him like this. Her little Andy, back in her hands again. She’d be careful not to let Andrew get too full of himself. That wasn’t good for anyone, especially her. Even if the confidence was hot, he was never going to act on it anytime soon—since of course he truly didn’t see her that way. All it resulted in was her losing her edge and having massive blue balls.

The spooky music got bumped up even louder again.

“Oh FUCK OFF!” they both simultaneously yelled out loud at the wall behind them, before looking at each other and laughing at the ridiculous situation. Andrew wrapped his arms around her in a big hug before sitting up and having Ashley do the same.

“Wanna go see what’s going on?” she asked excitedly. “Wanna go spy on our Halloween neighbor?”

Andrew snorted, smiling at her.

“Absolutely.”

###

It took some engineering, considering that the gap between the two balconies was way too large for comfort. Ashley suggested jumping, and Andrew very quickly shot that idea down. They were on the fourth story of the building, and it was absolutely a lethal descent if either of them slipped. So, they scoured the apartment and found that the bookshelf’s central plank of wood was perfect for bridging the gap.

Sneaking across the board, they peeked their eyes over the edge of the windowsill and looked into their neighbor’s living room.

He was standing in the dark clad in grey robes, with only a series of candles arranged in a circular pattern to provide any illumination. The floor around him was covered in bloody sigils, some sort of occult circle if the siblings’ pop culture knowledge was correct. The music was so loud, they could hear the glass somewhat resonating with the noise.

“What the fuck is this?” Ashley quietly asked in bewilderment.

“Isolation does some crazy shit to people apparently,” Andrew commented.

The man was loudly shouting some sort of chant to the ceiling, arms stretched out wide. His body began to shake as he let out one final cry to God-knows what before going completely still. His arms came down to his sides, and a second later he walked over to the sound system and turned the ridiculous music off.

“Damn it! What am I doing wrong? I did everything perfectly…didn’t I?” he asked himself.

“Is he trying to summon something?” Ashley asked in morbid curiosity.

“Probably a hail mary attempt to get the fuck out of here,” Andrew responded.

“Let me check the notes…” he said before turning around towards the balcony where the two were hiding.

Andrew quickly pulled Ashley down out of view, holding her close to his chest as he prayed that they weren’t seen. Ashley didn’t especially appreciate being yanked down to the ground like this, but she didn’t mind the attention from Andrew. It felt very protective.

Risking one quick peek as subtly as he was able to, Andrew looked up and saw that the cultist was scouring over a book near the balcony door, muttering to himself.

“Aha! Got it!” the cultist loudly exclaimed, whipping around and hurrying back to his bloody circle.

Carefully, Andrew and Ashley poked their heads up and over the windowsill again.

The cultist busily painted a few small additions to the summoning circle before turning the music back on again. Spooky tunes that would only frighten a 5-year-old began blasting out of the speakers again.

“Oh great unknowable one! Dark Lord of the abyss! I call upon yo-“

At once, a complete blanket of darkness fell over the entire living room so thick that it looked as if the room was filled with tar.

It lifted a moment later, revealing a dark mass floating in the center of the room. Within, a swirling vortex of red, shifting eyes could be seen.

The cultist squealed, falling to his knees and repeatedly prostrating himself again and again.

“My lord, my lord, you finally came!” he said in absolute delight.

Both siblings’ jaws fell open at the sight. The mark within Andrew’s pocket began to blaze with uncomfortable heat, making Andrew pull it out to examine it.

It was glowing a hellishly red color and was hot to the touch. It gave him the fact that his ‘dream’ was anything but at this point. Cultists, his family members, heirlooms and black-barked trees in a realm of red and black nothingness. It all was real, and he was living it.

“That’s a demon,” Ashley said definitively, eyeing the dark mass in the room and the trinket that Andrew had pulled out of his pocket.

“…I think I met one of those last night in my dream,” he said grimly. Why else would the tree-root mark glow so hot and intensely like this? There was a connection, and it wasn’t a good one if the blood-drawn sigils, candles, and spooky carnival music had anything to say about it.

“WhaT Do YoU WIsh?” the dark mass spoke aloud, horribly distorted and multilayered voice emanating from within the heads of all three individuals witnessing this shitfest. It sounded like a voice from hell itself. It sounded much like the tree initially had.

“My lord!” the cultist said with bliss, “I wish to leave this place! This terrible prison that I have been trapped in for months! I am tired of listening to that young couple next door who spend all day yelling at each other or wanting to fuck each other!”

‘That’s not us,’ the both of them thought with complete certainty.

“WhAT Do YoU OfFer?” the dark mass spoke again.

“Erm…uh, I…I could offer you a limb! Yes, take one of my limbs! Like, my pinky here!” the Cultist suggested excitedly.

“PERISH,” the voice shouted in what sounded like anger.

The tar-like blackness fell over the room once more. An incredibly high-pitched shriek emanated out from the occluded living room before all fell silent.

Peering as deep as they could through the window, neither of the Graves could see a thing. That is, until a collection of red eyes rushed towards the window from the dark and stopped a hair’s breadth away from the glass.

“SHIT!” Ashley yelled out, scrabbling backwards from the window, locking eyes with the terrifying image of swirling, shifting eyes all looking at her.

The mark within Andrew’s hand was now blazingly hot, so hot that Andrew struggled to hold onto it. Nevertheless, he shielded his sister from whatever this thing was by placing his body between it and her.

It stared at them for a long moment, before slowly phasing through the glass window and hovering in front of their eyes.

“yOU,” it said directly to Andrew, voice boring into his head like nails on a chalkboard.

“What? What do you want?” he asked, making sure that he had a firm grip of Ashley behind him.

“…TrEE. YoU aRE thE OnE ThEY spOkE Of.”

There it was again, another mention of the fucking dream tree.

“You two know each other?” Ashley asked from behind, head popping over Andrew’s shoulder.

“I don’t know this thing,” Andrew said, nervous if it would take offense at being called a thing. It didn’t. “But I know the ‘tree.’ It was in my dreams last night.”

“…DeAL Was StRuCK. BrING BloOdlINES toGETher. LonG AgO. We TRieD MaNY TimES,” it said, voice shrieking and wimpering all at once.

It looked at the two siblings, eyes crisscrossing and drifting everywhere around it. It spoke again.

“GiRL. SisTER,” it said, looking towards Ashley.

Ashley paled, not enjoying the attention of whatever this was.

“SaCRiFIce to ME. I wILL GivE yOu PoWer You NeEd for FaMIly. FoR FaMiLy of TrEe and EyEs.”

With that final message, he disappeared in a flash of darkness.

Andrew sat there dumbfounded. Ashley wasn’t much better.

After a moment the two of them got off the ground and looked towards one another.

“You okay?” Andrew asked, looking over her for any sign of damage.

“I’m fine you big doofus,” she said bashfully. “It was just your average run-of-the-mill demon encounter, happens every weekend. Honestly, if you aren’t having demonic encounters at least a few times a month, are you really even living?”

Andrew laughed, despite himself. She knew how to make these sorts of situations feel a bit better. Though, to be honest, there was not a single situation that they had ever gone through in their life that was even remotely close to that.

“Any idea on what the guy meant?” Ashley asked Andrew, peering into the neighbor’s living room.

“Well, he’s linked to whatever this thing is,” Andrew said, holding up the mark.

“Tree and eyes…tree and eyes…family…sacrifice…he spoke to me, so maybe he wants me to sacrifice someone to him so I can get his version of that thing you have,” Ashley suggested, spotting the motionless form of the man lying on the floor. “Then I can have weird-ass dreams too. The family part…did he mean us? Our family? Or did he mean his family with the tree…thing?”

Andrew shrugged, “I couldn’t even begin to tell you. But it seems like it may be one of our only options to get out of here aside from suicide or starving to death.”

Ashley glanced behind her at Andrew with a sheepish smile.

“Heh…about that…do you see the guy laying in there?”

Andrew joined his sister, looking and seeing the hooded man lying there—presumably dead.

“Yeah. What about him? He’s gonna probably rot and smell really fucking bad in a few days,” Andrew said.

Ashley looked up at him with an awkward expression.

“…That doesn’t have to be the case. And, we don’t have to starve anymore.”

Andrew blinked, looking down at his sister with morbid realization.

“No fucking way,” he said automatically. “No fucking way are we doing that.”

“Oh, so you’re all good with the demons existing thing, the having weird-ass dreams thing, and the watching a man’s soul get slurped up by a demon from the darkest depths of hell thing, but eating a guy WHO IS ALREADY DEAD is somehow a problem?” she asked, growing very frustrated at her brother.

“I…Jesus Ashley, just think about what you’re suggesting!” he asked. “You’re saying we break into this man’s house and eat him so that we survive? Are you aware that makes us cannibals? There’s no coming back from that!”

Ashley was prepared to blow up on him but chose instead to smooth out her rage and step in closer to him. She spoke softly.

“You and I are the only ones who can understand each other. I am the only one who could ever understand you, and you’re the only one who could ever understand me. We made promises to each other, and I’m going to keep mine. Everything we do, it’s for each other. We do this, and we survive. I am going to do whatever it takes to make sure that you…”

She reached up and cupped his face, staring into his green eyes.

“…That you live a happy life with me. So come on. Let’s survive so we can get out of here. We’ll leave it all behind when we’re done.”

Andrew’s determination not to be a cannibal, not to be anymore of a freak than he already was, slipped away bit by bit as his face was held in her hands. She was right, of course. This is how they were going to survive. Shit, if demons were real, then eating the corpse of a man who worshipped them was probably doing the world a justice, right?

Andrew sighed, cupping Ashley’s face and bringing their foreheads together.

“Okay. Let’s survive.”

END OF PART 2



Chapter 3: Part 3
Chapter Text
The Coffin of Andy and Leyley – Eyes and Roots - Part 3

Breaking into their dead neighbor’s house appeared to be easier than it actually was.

“Just, like, punch through it or something,” Ashley suggested. “I can literally see the handle right there on the other side.”

Andrew shot her an incredulous look, as if she had just suggested to him that he would be able to solve the mysteries of the universe if he just jumped off the balcony right then and there. Well, maybe he would. Unfortunately, death was a one-way street, and he probably wasn’t going to be able to report back what he saw.

“Ashley, dear sister,” Andrew began.

She groaned, “oh my god, here we go again.”

“Hey,” he snapped. “If I want to make a point, let me. I let you do it all the time.”

She stuck her tongue out and him and flipped him off in response.

“Charming. Anyways, as I was going to say, I would love to punch right through this glass, tear open the door, and…do as we will with our dead cultist neighbor. Unfortunately, I don’t feel like giving myself severe lacerations in the process,” Andrew said.

“…chicken,” Ashley said, smiling.

“You mean cock,” he fired back. “You’re the chicken here.”

‘I am the male in this situation,’ he thought.

“Cock? You like cock?” she asked, putting her hands over her mouth in surprise.

“No, I-No, what?” he stammered in confusion. That backfired.

“You like co-ock!” she said in a sing-song voice. “Well then, Mr. Cock, please come up with a different way to get in there that doesn’t involve getting your poor, dainty forearms all scratched up.”

Andrew growled, flexing his fingers.

“You little-“

“Ah-ah!” she said, cutting him off. “None of that! Now, how long are you going to let a lady sit here with a hungry appetite? Your poor, dainty little sister at that? Oh, perish the thought!”

Andrew’s face turned green at the implications of her appetite. He may have agreed to it, but this was sure to be an ordeal.

“You big baby, go!” Ashley said, shooing him away back over the gap between the two apartments. He’d taken enough time lollygagging as it was.

Up and over the bookshelf board he went, balancing carefully over the gap before he was back on solid ground again. He turned around and pointed at her with wide eyes.

“You’re very frustrating sometimes Ashley!” Andrew loudly declared, before walking through their apartment door and slamming it shut.

“Pfft,” Ashely snickered, leaning back on the balcony railing and waiting for him to come back with something that wouldn’t get them hurt in the process of getting inside.

A gentle wind graced her skin, making her shiver.

“…don’t take too long.” she quietly remarked to herself.

She took a deep breath, trying to keep strong and resist bolting over that board and sticking close to her brother’s side like glue. She didn’t like being so close to something so unknown without him. To be a little more honest, she didn’t like being apart from him at all.

But moments like this gave her a chance to really miss him. Especially when a dead body laid just within view.

###

Andrew wandered around the apartment, looking for something. Looking for anything that was solid enough to bust through a window without potentially hurting him in the process (and he, of course, was going to be the one who would do the breaking in. Little miss princess was never going to sully her hands with the crime of burglary, why that would be just reprehensible!)

“If I were a starving man with a buffet behind a glass window, what would I use?” he spoke aloud to himself.

He shuddered.

‘Ugh, buffet is not the right word,’ he thought.

Stalking around the apartment, he saw it.

As if it were a signal from higher forces, a wooden rolling pin was poking its cute little head out of a drawer that hadn’t been closed properly. It was the answer.

“Come here, you beauty,” Andrew said, picking up the rolling pin and whacking it against his palm a few times. Solid. It would break glass no problem.

Having what he needed, he started to head back to the other balcony but stopped short when he walked past his and Ashley’s bedroom. A thought had occurred to him.

“Where’s the vodka?” he wondered.

Yes, where did that third piece of the hidden safe go? Last he saw, Ashley had taken it from the safe just after she called his now-ex-girlfriend a slut who delighted in cheating behind his back. Lovely stuff, Ashley. Really helping the whole ‘becoming a healthy adult who doesn’t have trust issues’ thing.

Walking into their bedroom with rolling pin in hand, Andrew looked around Ashley’s side of the bed before finding the gigantic bottle of foreign vodka stashed underneath it under some clothes.

‘We’ll fulfill Ashley’s wishes and drink that thing…after we do what we need to,’ he thought with a sickening gulp. It certainly would help take the edge off and disinfect every pore in his body. He didn’t even know how strong it was.

Grabbing the bottle from under the bed and dragging it up so he could look at it, Andrew spotted where the alcohol percentage would be. Reading closely, he saw that the ‘alcohol percentage’ was simply represented with a skull and crossbones.

“Nice,” he said.

Stowing it back where Ashley had put it, Andrew’s eyes caught a glimpse of one of his sweaters stashed in the corner of her bed. He knew that she took them from time to time, but he didn’t appreciate how they never ended up getting washed when she held onto them forever.

Andrew reached over and grabbed it, holding it up to his nose and giving it a sniff.

His face twisted in mild annoyance. It smelled overwhelmingly of pussy. He took another sniff and got the same smell; possibly even stronger.

Andrew buried his face into it and took as deep of a whiff as he could, his heart rate accelerating as his sister’s smell laid itself like a blanket over his brain. He liked it. He liked it a lot. But…he knew it was disgusting.

“Jesus, Ashley. Take a shower a little more often,” he mumbled to himself before throwing the sweater onto the floor for one of them to pick up later.

###

“What took you so long?” Ashley asked impatiently, arms crossed over her chest.

“You need to do laundry sometime soon,” Andrew commented, stepping onto the neighbor’s balcony with his rolling pin.

“Really?” Ashley asked, irritated. “Fucking really! THAT’S what took you so long? You were critiquing my dirty clothes when we have a fucking-“

She waved wildly at the window of the neighbor’s living room.

“-fucking situation on our hands!?” she finished, reaching over to grab onto the collar of Andrew’s black sweater with both hands.

“Where the fuck are your priorities!?” she asked, shaking him and looking angrily into his green eyes.

Andrew shut his eyes and tried to pry her off him.

“I was just seeing if you still had the vodka,” he loudly explained, free hand blindly pushing her away.

“And what, looking through my shit while you were at it!?” she countered, pinning him to the railing.

“Ashley, just stop-“

“Say you’re sorry!” she commanded.

“Wha-? For what?” he asked in confusion.

“You should know why, dumbass!” she said, hitting his chest.

He winced at the blow, trying to block any further assault.

“What am I sorry for!? For looking in our room for a minute? For not being fast enough for you!?” he asked, temper rising.

“For not coming back to me as soon as you could!” she yelled.

Andrew stopped resisting her when she said that; letting his arms fall to his sides. She continued to try and yank him about by the collar, but he looked at her with eyes that made her slow her efforts. Eventually, she stopped moving entirely, looking up at him with her candy-pink eyes.

“…What?” she quietly asked.

Andrew responded by wrapping his arms around Ashley, resting his head on hers. It took her a moment, but she let go of his collar and returned the hug. They stood there a moment in silence.

“I’m sorry I left you here so long,” Andrew whispered.

Ashley nodded her head, which was buried in his sweater.

“And I promise to take you with me from now on if I decide to take any detours,” he added on.

Andrew felt her body shake in silent laughter. She pressed her face hard into his body then looked up at him with a small blush on her cheeks.

“Don’t leave me.”

He gave her a peck on the forehead.

“I won’t. Are you feeling better?”

She scowled at him.

Andrew smiled, “Great. Want to get this over with?”

###

The glass broke upon the impact of the wooden rolling pin; breaking off the frame of the glass door in big shards of jagged silicon. Andrew was careful reaching into the apartment, unlocking the door, and opening it. Lacerations were never a good way to start a break-in.

He led the way inside, stepping past the threshold and immediately being assaulted by one of the most foul smells he had ever encountered.

“Oh my god,” he said, half-gagging, half-choking while pulling his sweatshirt over his nose to block out the vile stench.

“What?” Ashley asked, trailing behind him. Her face very quickly changed once she stepped inside too.

“Oh my fucking god,” she said, mirroring her brother and covering her nose with her sleeve. “That’s fucking putrid, what the actual fuck?”

It was the smell of shit. And lots of it. An actual shitstorm in olfactory form.

Andrew looked towards the side bathroom, whose door was somewhat ajar. He knew in his bones that the smell was coming from it. He took a step closer and risked another smell. His hypothesis was proven correct as he gagged once more.

“Isn’t there any air freshener?” Ashley asked from underneath her sleeve. “Somewhere? Fucking anywhere in here?”

They both frantically looked around the dark living room for anything that would relieve them of the supreme shit smell. Moving books around on the desks, looking into cabinets, Ashley finally found a solution.

“Ha!” she said, hoisting the newly-discovered can of air freshener up into the air.

Printed on neon-yellow plastic, the cover simply read, “Hawaiian Nuclear Strike.”  Below the text was an image of a man wearing a rat mask on a couch giving the viewer a thumbs up as a nuclear blast loomed on the tropical horizon.

“Who comes up with these products? Did anyone stop and actually look at this thing?” Andrew wondered aloud, baffled that this quality of presentation was approved. It seemed like anything could fly these days.

“I don’t care what it looks like, it has to be better than whatever ecological disaster our man left in the bathroom,” Ashley quickly said, uncapping the air freshener and aiming at the poo-poo portal. “Fire in the hole.”

A torrent of spray fired from the air freshener with a velocity that made Ashley’s arm jerk backwards from the force of it. Holding the can forwards with both hands, she grit her teeth as a hurricane of dubious particles shot from the nozzle and exorcised whatever fecal fiend inhabited the bathroom. Despite having planted herself firmly on the ground, she was being slowly pushed back.

Andrew’s clothes flapped and blew in the wind, making him try to shield himself from whatever power was somehow stored within this cataclysmic can of air freshener. At least the shit smell seemed to be retreating under the onslaught.

Ashley relented after a moment, taking a deep breath and letting her tired arms fall. No fucking wonder their neighbor hadn’t tried to freshen the room. It was like trying to control a rocket with your bare hands.

Andrew and Ashley gave the room a tentative sniff, testing the air.

Pineapple.

They reeled from the strength of it. The smell was pineapple on a level that they weren’t even aware was possible. The smell was so pineapple that some part of their brain that stored information regarding pineapple was shocked so hard it sent a neural cascade through their brains, permanently rewiring them.

If pineapple existed in some archetypical conceptual form, this was it.

“I don’t even care about how it looks anymore,” Andrew gasped, bent over. “It works. It works too well.”

Ashley staggered over to him, bending over beside him.

“Way too well. Did they make a deal with a demon for this thing?” she asked, holding up the can to look at it again.

“However they did it,” Andrew said, waving it away. “I’m glad it solved the shit problem. Let’s just get the main part over with.”

They both looked over at their dead, robed neighbor. Poor guy. Couldn’t do a demonic summoning ritual correctly, and now was destined to be eaten. No rest for the wicked, apparently.

Ashley set down the can of air freshener and walked over to the dead body. Kneeling, she pulled back the hood and looked at the face of the man.

“Erm…” she started, looking up at Andrew with a guilty smile.

“What?” he asked, dreading whatever that smile meant.

“The guy’s still breathing,” she pointed out.

“What?” Andrew asked, rushing over and kneeling next to her.

Indeed, the man was breathing. He took slow, shallow breaths. Andrew pressed his fingers to the man’s jugular vein and could feel a faint heartbeat.

“Jesus Christ, he’s fucking alive!” he whisper-yelled to Ashley next to him. “What do we do!?”

“Would you stop fucking panicking!” she snapped at him. “Don’t lose your head over this, Andy.”

Andrew’s face soured upon hearing that nickname again.

“Why are you acting so calm?” he questioned. “You’re acting like him being alive is not a big deal, when it very clearly is!”

Ashley rolled her eyes, giving him a deadpan stare.

“How so? The only difference between him being dead and being alive is the breathing and the heartbeat. And honestly, I don’t really care all that much considering that I am FUCKING STARVING Andrew!” she said with a raised voice.

Andrew tried to retort, but his stomach loudly growled at that precise moment.

She cocked an eyebrow, “See? You’re in the same boat. If you’re so uncomfortable with it, I’ll solve the damn problem for you.”

She stood up from kneeling and looked towards the kitchen, seeing a meat cleaver embedded into a wooden cutting board. She pointed at it.

“That right there is our solution. All it takes is one motion, and this whole ethical dilemma is resolved.”

“Wait, wait,” Andrew said. “Let me try something first before we go lopping off heads or whatever.”

‘God this is all so fucked up,’ he thought.

He gingerly reached over and gently slapped the face of the man.

“Hey, hey, are you in there?” he asked.

The man didn’t even give a reaction.

“See? The guy is gone. Mr. Demon probably took his soul or something,” Ashley commented. “Now can we just-“

Andrew tried hitting his body, steadily hitting harder and harder.

“Come on man, you’re still breathing, I see it,” Andrew said, mostly to himself.

There was still no reaction.

Ashley walked over, grabbed and pulled the meat cleaver out of the wood and thrust it into Andrew’s hands.

“He’s a vegetable Andrew,” she said simply. “So, stop being a pussy, and let’s get this moving.”

Andrew’s hands trembled as he held onto the cleaver, looking at the closed eyes of the cultist. This was a person. This was a breathing, thinking human. How could he possibly-

“Oh my god, just-“ she said, grabbing the cleaver back from Andrew.

With nary a warning, she slammed the cleaver down as hard as she could into the man’s shoulder. It sliced right through his robes and deep into the flesh, stopping when it hit the bone with a wet thud. Blood immediately began to seep out of the wound and onto the floor.

Andrew recoiled, face pale as he watched the man’s body for any reaction. There was of course, none. He continued to breathe in those slow, shallow breaths.

“Does that make it clear to you?” Ashley asked, exasperated. “He’s gone. He’s not going to jump up and do anything!”

Andrew looked at that cleaver buried in the man’s shoulder, his stomach threatening to be sick. This was all going so fast. He just needed it to slow down a little.

She crouched down and looked right into her brother’s eyes, grinning.

“I can’t believe you’re so weak. You really are going to let this stop you? Huh? You’re going to let this stop you when you locked that girl into the box? You’re going to cry and bitch and moan about killing a guy who is already dead, when I know that you locked a girl into a crate and let her choke and die and claw at the box until her nails bled like the weak little bitch she was? You’re REALLY going to throw a fit now?”

Andrew’s blood went cold. He didn’t want to think about Nina. He didn’t want to think about what he did wrong. He didn’t want to think about this.

Ashley reached into the wound, dabbing her fingers with blood and started wiping it on Andrew’s cheek.

“You’re so pathetic, Andy. You know that this is who you are. You know that you’re a terrible person, and that you deserve nothing. You. Deserve. Nothing. You will hurt everyone you know, and you will always be a monster. Isn’t that right, Andy? I know you’re a monster, and you know it too.”

Andrew’s mind went quiet. His expression deadened as he stared at the man bleeding out on the floor.

Ashley leaned in and whispered to him, “You’re a terrible, horrible person. Just like me. No matter how much you cry, no matter how much you say you’re sorry, that’s never going to chang-“

She was cut off as Andrew grabbed the cleaver, yanked it out of the man’s shoulders and brought down upon the man’s neck with savage ferocity.

Ashley moved backwards, watching as her brother slammed the cleaver over and over again into the neck as blood splattered all over him. She saw the man’s windpipe get cleaved right in two, lungs inhaling blood with a nauseating gurgle.

“Yeah…yeah that’s the idea,” she said nervously.

Andrew’s face was blank, eyes singularly focused on the task. The spine was stopping him from cutting further. The blood was making it hard to hold onto the cleaver.

Ashley couldn’t help but wonder what was going through her brother’s mind to cause such a shift. She winced when he began to saw quickly through the spine’s vertebral disk; a hollow resonating sound echoing out as fatty nerves were sliced and as bone ground against steel. The cleaver soon cleared the spine, allowing Andrew to pull the head away from the body. It was connected only by a single layer of muscle and skin on the neck.

Andrew looked up at Ashley, that same blank look on his now blood-splattered face.

“Find me some bags back in our place that we can put his arms and legs into. I’ll work on getting them cut off for us.”

Ashley hesitated, then nodded, hurrying past him and out the balcony door to cross the gap back to their apartment.

Andrew watched her go before grabbing the man’s hair, pulling the head taught, and severing the remaining flesh with one clean blow. He held up the head, looking at the slightly slack-jawed expression with a trickle of blood coming from his mouth. He stared for a moment before placing the head next to the body and starting to get the rest of the limbs cut off for Ashley.

###

Ashley placed the man’s right leg into a black plastic bag with some difficulty, unfortunately getting some of the neighbor’s blood on her legs as she did so. A meaty man-thigh was quite heavy, all things considered. She pulled the drawstrings shut and placed it near the balcony door.

Andrew was busy stuffing both of the man’s arms into a bag of his own, face neutral. One could have mistaken him for hanging clothes on a clothesline when he looked like that.

Ashley looked at him, not comfortable with how nonchalant he had become on a dime.

“Penny for your thoughts?” she asked.

“Hm?” Andrew asked, looking up at her. “What is it?”

“Nothing, just wondering how you’re…doing?” Ashley asked.

“Oh,” Andrew responded. “I’m alright. How are you? Excited to get a meal again?”

“Yeah, I suppose…You just were all freaked out earlier, so I’m wondering where that went?”

He stopped fiddling with the severed arms, facing Ashley.

“I guess I just realized that you were right. No need to make a bigger deal out of it than it already was.”

A part of her beamed internally for him admitting that she was right. Another part didn’t enjoy how little pushback he was giving.

“What changed? When did you have a change of heart?” she asked, genuinely curious.

Andrew shrugged, standing up off the ground and stretching wide over his head. Blood trickled down the inside of his arms he did so, making him quickly stop that motion.

“When you slammed the cleaver into him, I just felt like I was holding us back in the moment. Here we were, doing what we both agreed to, and I’m acting like a total pussy. I’m your big brother, I should be leading after all.”

‘Oh sure,’ she thought sarcastically, betraying it on her face.

He smiled, “No, seriously. He was already dead. I just needed that little ‘reminder’ to drive the rest home.”

Andrew looked at the mutilated torso that remained on the floor of the now blood-soaked apartment. He kicked the body once and chuckled.

“Just a vegetable, like you said. A big, meaty vegetable that’s going to feed the both of us. How many meals do you think we’re going to get out of this guy?”

Ashley sighed and smiled, looking at the body and bags of severed limbs. Maybe her brother was just good at compartmentalizing like her. Personally, she was a little weirded out by the whole cannibalism thing, but it didn’t really rank that high on things that she worried about.

She saw it as one of those necessary evils. Like jaywalking across the street when the crosswalk was too far away.

“We’ll get enough that I don’t want to leave him out much longer. Let’s get everything into our chest freezer that we can,” she said, going to hoist up one of the bags.

“I need to shower before we eat,” he said, holding up his arms, which were completely soaked in blood. “And I have a huge suspicion that his torso is gonna have to go in the freezer here.”

Ashley gestured towards it, “then get it in there and let’s get back home! I’m practically drooling at the thought of finally getting to eat something other than water spiked with salt.”

“Says the queen of salt?” Andrew asked slyly.

“Oh, queen of salt am I?” Ashley responded with a regal accent. “Then bow down before me, you salt-less peasant.”

“Oh, I apologize your saltiness, but I’ve plenty of salt to my name. I must decline.”

She stepped over to him, “And why is that?” she asked with a deadly edge.

“…because I live with you,” he quickly said, immediately bolting for the balcony door as she started chasing after him with a punch destined for his dumbass face.

###

Andrew, with a fresh bruise to his person, quickly made his way to the shower with a change of clothes.

“You should probably take one after me,” he said, pointing to her legs. “You’ve got blood on you too. “

Ashley, stashing away the last of the severed limbs into the freezer, looked up at him.

“Then don’t take too damn long like you normally do,” she said.

He flipped her off in response, then slammed the door and locked it shut when she rushed towards him looking to strangle him.

“Don’t get all high and mighty on me, Annndy!” she yelled from behind the door, slamming on it with her fists. “Just because you cut up a guy doesn’t mean you’re better than me!”

Andrew smiled nervously. He would pay for that later.

Eventually she stopped slamming on the door and stomped away, leaving him in peace.

Wasting no time, he shucked off his clothes and turned the shower on full blast, spinning the hot water knob all the way up. He waited a moment for it to come to temperature, then stepped into the jets.

Fuck, it felt amazing.

Letting it almost scald his face, Andrew closed his eyes and all but melted into the shower. The dried blood that was caked on his face drained away, followed closely by his red-stained arms that slowly but surely returned to their normal color as the water purged all from its path.

He thought about what had just happened. He thought about what it meant that he had dismembered a living, breathing human being. Did that make him a bad person, like Ashley had said?

He opened his eyes, staring at the white tile of the bathroom.

‘Maybe it does,’ he thought.

So, if he was a bad person, what did that mean? What were the consequences of being a bad person?

‘Prison,’ he thought. ‘Actually, no, that doesn’t matter as long as you don’t get caught.’

What about hurting those around you?

Andrew thought about Ashley. Thought about him being a bad person and being bad to her. Hah, good one. She had him covered there. He knew how badly she could hurt him, had hurt him before, and would hurt him in the future. She was a bad person, and they both knew it.

Andrew turned his back to the jets of water, leaning on the glass of the shower stall.

Despite that, he still loved her. He loved her more than anyone else he had ever known. He loved her and hated her at the same time. He loved how he felt with her when things were good, but wanted to kill her when she was at her worst. It was a constant up and down with them. It had been different with someone else, however.

Julia. Big, beautiful yellow eyes, long black hair that she loved to have down, and freckles so cute he couldn’t resist kissing each one individually. She was different, wasn’t she? She was…calm. Calm and just as big of a literary nerd as him.

But that was over now, wasn’t it?

Andrew took a deep breath, held it, and let it out. Yes, it was over now. This was his life. He was a bad person, and he didn’t want to hurt a girl like that. She’d broken up with him, anyways. Maybe Ashley was right about her, maybe she was looking for an excuse to get rid of him for someone better. That’s what happens to bad people like him.

The door to the bathroom unlocked.

Whipping his head up, Andrew could just barely make out the bathroom door opening through the fogged-up glass.

“Ashley?” he asked. “You know I’m showering, right?”

A figure stepped through, quickly walking across the tile floor and to the entrance of the stall.

It was indeed Ashley, pile of her bloody clothes under her arm. She was also stark naked.

Averting his eyes upward and facing the opposite wall, Andrew did everything he could to burn what he had just seen out of his mind and failed miserably as it became a core memory that not even the rigors of dementia could possibly destroy.

“Don’t be such a prude, Andy,” she said playfully.

Andrew refused to look in her direction. He could hear her open the washer and drop the clothes inside of it, shutting the lid softly. Barely perceptible footsteps grew closer before Andrew heard her enter the cramped stall with him.

“W-What are you doing?” he asked, praying to anyone—even the dream tree, to get him out of this situation.

“Showering, dumbass,” he heard her say. “I got tired of waiting for you to be done so I could wash all this blood off me.”

“Ah,” he said quietly. “Well…then, don’t get too close.”

Andrew felt her step close to him. His heart was pounding.

“Like this?” she asked.

Andrew felt her breasts press into his back, rubbing up and down in the steamy water.

He couldn’t help himself this time. He got a raging boner immediately. That thing came up to full attention like an army battalion that was going to invade a foreign land.

‘FUCK,’ he mentally screamed.

“There’s just no room in here, Andy,” she cooed. “I can’t help it.”

“Sure you can’t,” he said.

“What, do you suspect me of ulterior motives?” she asked. “Surely you can’t blame me for not wanting to be dirty like that for even a moment longer?”

“Whatever,” he hissed through his lips, hopeful that Ashley couldn’t see his hardcore reality-lancing erection that he was sporting, facing away from her as he was. “Just wash yourself, please?”

He heard her giggle.

“Okay~” she said.

Andrew sat as still as a statue as he felt Ashley turn around and soak the rest of her body in the hot jets of water. He felt her fat tits drag across and thankfully leave his back, only to give way to her firm ass pressed firmly against his butt. She audibly sighed in satisfaction as the water cleansed her of her dried blood.

Andrew watched as the bloody water traced its way down his leg from where she was touching him. He was resolute in his determination to stay facing the wall like this.

“Stop being so tense, we’re only siblings,” she said with no small amount of honey to her words. “We used to bathe with each other all the time, remember?”

“Yes, and we stopped doing it when we were little kids Leyl- I mean, Ashley.”

She giggled again, “Mm, I don’t see why it’d be a problem now. Just you and I locked in this apartment for three months, the least we could do to comfort each other is to bathe like we did when we lived in happier times.”

She reached for something hanging near her from the glass. Andrew felt her tap him on the back, smooth and perfect tits pressed against him once more.

“Scrub my back for me,” she said. “I need everything to be clean for our dinner together.”

A long-handled brush and a bottle of lemon-scented soap were dangled just over his shoulders.

“…F-Fine,” Andrew said, a blushing and unbelievably horny mess. He took both of them.

“Yay! I’ll turn around now.”

He felt her turn and take a step away from him. Chancing a look, Andrew looked over his shoulder and saw that she had indeed turned around. The only problem was that she had pressed herself firmly against the adjacent glass, supporting herself on the metal handlebar with her pale, perfectly shaped ass stuck out towards him. At the sight of it, Andrew had to grit his teeth so hard they would have crushed steel.

“Just d-don’t look at me,” he quietly said, turning around fully.

“I promise,” she said to the glass with a smile. Did she wiggle her ass a bit when she said that?

Andrew, with a trembling jaw, tucked the brush under one of his arms and opened the soap bottle. Gently, carefully, he poured a small trail of soap down her back. A refreshing scent of lemon wafted upward.

“Ah!” she gasped, arching her back somewhat.

“What!?” he asked, alarmed.

“Mm…just cold,” she murmured.

“Oh…O-Okay…” he trailed off, crouching down to put the soap bottle on the floor so that he could scrub her back easier.

As he did so, he took a chance and looked up at Ashley. He could see her pussy in all its glory, creamy pale lips looking like they wouldn’t be out of place in an art gallery. Smooth and perfect, beyond anything he ever imagined.

He also saw her intensely red upside-down face staring at him just beyond that.

Andrew froze, looking at her with wide eyes. She didn’t smile, she didn’t frown, she didn’t do anything. She just looked at him with blazingly red cheeks. Those pink eyes stared into his own green, and the two shared a feeling that was equal parts frightful and incredible. She broke it first, as her eyes that were locked on his face slowly traced downwards and ended up on his cock.

That was something that made her smile. She slowly licked her lips before bringing her head up to face the glass again.

Andrew could have sworn he saw a drop of liquid fall from her pussy as she did so.

Standing up on legs that felt like jelly, Andrew took the brush and started to gently scrub her back.

“Mmm, that’s nice,” she purred, sticking out her back so that he could get better access to it.

“…Good,” he said in a hoarse whisper.

He scrubbed up and down her back, tracing the path of the soap trail with his brush. She lightly moaned when he hit certain spots, making his cock’s erection feel like something beyond this dimensional plane. It was physically painful.

After a little while, she held her arm out backwards and stopped him, pointing down towards her lower half.

“…Tell me where,” he whispered, low and husky voice cutting through the roar of the water.

“…My legs,” she quietly said, breathing heavily. “…Don’t use the brush…It hurts my legs…”

Andrew nodded, bending down to the ground and kneeling on the white tile floor. He reached for the soap bottle and poured a generous amount into his hands, before reaching out with shaky arms and beginning to scrub and massage into her left leg with the lemony soap.

Ashley’s body twitched, and Andrew felt every motion of it. His fingers started near her ankles, hands wringing and wrapping around her skin as he worked the slippery soap into her pores. He moved up, doing the same for her calf. Her ass was in full view less than a foot away from his face the entire time, something he was immensely aware of but did not dare indulge.

She giggled and jerked a little as he massaged her calf. It seemed she was sensitive there.

He arrived at her thighs, slowly massaging and rubbing any hint of grime or blood away from her skin. Every time his hands wrapped around into the inside of her thigh, her hips spasmed. Andrew could hear her deep breaths as she clung onto the rail for dear life.

Andrew took his time here, kneading into her thighs and massaging the small area between her pussy and her legs. Ashley accidentally let out a moan that she cut off as soon as it came out, face blushing blazingly red.

Andrew fell into a sort of meditative state. He, his other-dimensional hard-on, and his hands stopped thinking entirely and just focused on the task at hand. The scent of lemon, Ashley’s scent, and the steaming water blended together into a symphony of sensation.

Right before he moved to her right leg, he finished by dragging his hands over her ass cheek and squeezing hard, making her gasp and jump.

Andrew started the process all over again, going from her ankle, up to her calf which made her giggle again, then to her thigh. The entire time, he kneaded and rubbed with the slick lemon soap covering not just her legs at this point, but himself as well. Bubbles formed and spread wherever he touched.

He took his time with her thigh again, making her body move and shake no matter how hard she tried to keep it under control. When Andrew massaged just under her ass cheek, she let out a very vocal moan and her arms gave way. She barely kept herself suspended on the metal bar as her legs shook with every feather touch, with every place he dug his fingers into, with every spot she could feel his warm breath tickle.

‘It’s heaven,’ she thought to herself. ‘It’s heaven and I’ve reached it.’

Andrew finished the same way he had last time, squeezing hard on her ass which made her gasp and jerk in surprise. Her breath was ragged, and he could clearly see her wobbling and shaking while she leaned on the shower rail.

Andrew stood up and leaned forward, cock dragging deliciously along her side as she was doing everything she could to stay upright. She could feel its heat, its length, the thickness of it as he came right next to her ear and whispered a question.

“…Where next?” he asked, voice assertive and alluring.

Ashley broke her promise and looked behind her at him, mouth partly open as she took deep breaths. Her cheeks were red from both the heat of the water and his ministrations. She stared up into his green eyes, feeling even weaker than she already was when he stared unflinchingly down into hers. She felt like nothing under that gaze.

Slowly, she turned around and faced him while still grabbing onto the shower rail. She took him in. All of him.

Shaggy black hair, sharp green eyes, a jawline sharp enough to cut glass, a thin, trim physique that showed off every muscle on his frame. Light abs that traced the way down to that thick cock that stood at full attention because of her. It would destroy her, no doubt. God, she couldn’t wait until that day. She didn’t want to be alive by the end of it. Further down were trim legs, and an ass that she always delighted in getting an eyeful of.

Andrew looked at her, mind drowning in equal parts lust, and something best described as destiny. It was as if this was something he knew needed to happen, and this was how it would come to pass.

He looked at Ashley’s wavy black hair, which was as dark as the night sky. Her pink eyes, normally mischievous and up to something, were staring into his own with all pretenses dropped. It was as if he was seeing who she really was in this moment.

Her pale skin, her pouty lips, her skinny body. She was already thin before this but had lost more weight. His eyes wandered down to her tits, which were both perky and quite large for her small frame. One day, he knew someone would ask if she had implants, and he couldn’t wait to watch them get punched out.

Blue veins under her skin branched everywhere he could see, tracing a path from her tits down her flat and firm tummy to her hips that he just wanted to bit into, then down the legs and down to her feet. Like the roots of a tree spreading in all directions.

She was beautiful.

Andrew bent down and picked up the lemon soap bottle, then reached out and took her hands in his own. He poured some soap into them, then some into his before putting the bottle back down.

Ashley stared up into his eyes, heart starting to rattle even more than it should have.

Andrew didn’t say a word, instead deciding to speak with his actions. He stepped close to his sister and placed both of his hands on her shoulders, beginning to rub and clean her the same way as he had done before. Ashley hesitated a moment but began to do the same for him—her small hands exploring and cleaning every inch of her brother’s firm, toned body. Together they settled into a rhythm, mirroring each other.

As Andrew took time gliding his soapy hands across her firm stomach, she rubbed his chest and felt the rise and fall of his pecs. Then they switched, and Andrew moved his hands upwards and cupped her silky soft breasts with both hands, feeling her nipples perk as he did so. He made sure to spend special attention to them, massaging, kneading, and gliding along her skin as he did so. She in turn spent time down near his abs, tracing the paths his muscles had carved out between each other, watching the soap leave bubbles in its wake as she wrapped her hands around his stomach.

Ashley couldn’t help herself. She allowed her hands to cross the gap and they drifted down to Andrew’s cock.

He drew in a sharp breath. It seemed he was sensitive.

Methodically, she explored it in her hands. Dragging fingers up and down the shaft, she marveled at how hot it was. It was hotter than the water that poured around them. She coiled her soapy fingers everywhere they could go, slowly pumping him while she let her other hand wrap around massage his heavy balls, which had to be full of cum.

Her pussy was on fire from this.

Andrew smiled, dipping his own hands down to her pussy and lightly stroking her entrance with his fingers. She bucked and gasped, eyes going wide and looking at him with a pleading look. She shook her head ‘no’, as if she didn’t want him to go any further. Andrew knew what that meant.

He slowly teased her entrance more, finger gliding back and forth over her lips and watching as she shook more and more, eventually collapsing into him as one last stroke sent her over the edge.

She came, and it might have been the strongest one of her life. She could hardly breathe as her core tensed and refused to stop, nerves firing until the pleasure turned into pain. A neural firestorm raged across her entire body. A moment that felt like an eternity later, she finally relaxed and sank down to the tile floor, gasping for air and openly weeping tears of pleasure and pain as she reached her limit.

Andrew bent down and hugged her to him, setting her up in his lap and shutting off the water—leaving only their gasping breaths.

“I’ll make dinner,” Andrew softly said to her. “Stay in here and cool off for a bit so you don’t overheat anymore. Put on something nice and we’ll make a night out of this meal.”

Ashley, still with tear-stricken eyes looked up into his eyes and nodded, beginning to laugh as all the stress came tumbling down and her body finally relaxed.

He kissed her on the cheek and set her on the tile, Ashley still basking in the wonders that had been woven.

END OF PART 3




Chapter 4: Part 4
Chapter Text
The Coffin of Andy and Leyley – Eyes and Roots – Part 4

Andrew placed one of the severed arms on the chopping block; the limb’s wrist and fingers flopping about unnervingly. Pulling a particularly wicked-looking blade out of the knife block, he carefully started the task of cutting into the cold flesh and removing the skin from the forearm and upper arm itself. He didn’t particularly appreciate the fact that he was woefully inexperienced when it came to dressing a corpse of any kind, but he would have to make do. His stomach was practically roaring at him as he stabbed deep into the forearm.

Words couldn’t describe the way he was feeling. He sincerely doubted another human being on the planet had ever been in the situation he was in right now. Slowly cutting into this human arm as he was, his mind being solely focused on what had transpired in the bathroom just 10 minutes prior. Something taboo, something wicked. Something that he had only fantasized about, and now it came to pass.

Ashley.

His heart started to hammer in his chest as he played the vivid scene over again in his mind. He could still feel her skin, smell her scent, and feel her slick, soapy hands wrapping around him as they were. While they hadn’t crossed the final line, they had all but shot it to pieces with what they had done.

He peeled back the skin of the arm, revealing red muscle underneath. He got to work cutting and peeling the rest of it off.

What the fuck happened? Why had teasing from Ashley led to them indulging in something so unbelievably wrong? Where did they go too far? When exactly was the point where they crossed the line from normal siblings to…something else?

Why did he love it so much?

Andrew heard the door open, and turned to see Ashley clad in a towel that covered her from the chest down. She looked at him nervously from the bathroom, eyes darting from him to the floor then back again. Andrew felt his stomach flip flop in knots, giving her a small smile.

She ducked her head and rushed past him without a word into the bedroom, closing the door. Andrew exhaled, leaning forward and resting on the countertop with the bloody knife still clutched in his hand.

‘What now?’ he thought. ‘What the hell happens now?’

They could both pretend it hadn’t happened. Live in denial and what not. Or perhaps they could awkwardly look at and talk to each other for years, never resolving what had transpired between them. Better yet, maybe they just tackle one another and commit fully to being absolute degenerates that would never have a place in wider society.

Andrew sighed, realizing that none of those would work. He didn’t know what to do. He was at a complete loss.

Continuing the work on the arm, he pulled the sheath of skin away from it, placing it next to the now-skinless limb. He needed to remove the thin layer of fat from it so that the meat would cook nicely on the stovetop. Slicing away, he eventually ended up with a small mound of white-yellow fat that would be just right for cooking everything in a pan.

Some part of his soul made him pause and look at his situation. Was he a rational human being? Did he realize that he was about to be not just a sister-diddler, but a cannibal as well? Was he alright with what he was becoming?

His stomach growled. It hurt.

Well, he supposed it was like Ashley had told him. He was a terrible person. Terrible people did terrible things. So, if this is what he had to do to feed his family, then it didn’t bother him all that much.

‘Feeding your family doesn’t apply to making your sister cum all over you,’ some small part of his brain reminded him. He couldn’t exactly fault its logic either.

Andrew took the thin layer of scraped clean skin from the board, then walked over and placed it in the freezer. If they were going to be locked in here until they were presumably dead, then they weren’t going to waste a single part. That front door hadn’t budged no matter what they did, and the wardens hadn’t visited them in a while to tempt them with promises of food if they just kept quiet like obedient little pets. They never gave them a single scrap anyways.

Andrew’s blood went cold thinking about the two jailors that had kept them here. He remembered how they leered at Ashley, eyes practically undressing her right in front of him when they came to their apartment to inform them of the quarantine, for their protection.

He gripped the knife and stabbed hard into the thin space between the radius and the interior muscle of the flayed arm, slicing it open in one deft motion.

The tree-root mark in his pocket, which he purposefully hadn’t placed in there—yet was there anyways, began to pulse for a moment before stopping. Andrew wasn’t even surprised by it, just noting that it could make that thumping feeling as well as nearly burning his skin off when it came near something not of this world. Maybe it reacted to his emotions? Maybe stabbing the flesh of mankind activated it? He hadn’t the faintest clue and had had such an exhausting day that he didn’t particularly care. His thoughts revolved around getting this meal ready, and Ashley.

Beautiful, wonderful, terrible Ashley.

###

Ashley couldn’t walk out that door.

She stared at the doorknob, dressed in a simple strapped black sundress that hugged her chest and stomach, then billowed out and stopped at her mid-thigh. It was something she was forced into when she had to attend some work event for her parents back in high school, and that was the last she had ever seen of it. Dresses weren’t her style, as she didn’t appreciate how vulnerable she felt in them.

Vulnerable. That was the right word to describe what she was feeling.

‘What the hell happened in there?’ she wondered, body immediately reminding her exactly what happened as phantom sensations of Andrew’s large, rough hands ran all over her body.

She shivered at the thought of it.

Ashley started to pace, mind whirling. All she wanted to do was tease him, push him a little further into seeing that she wasn’t just his bratty little sister. They had carved up a human body together for fuck’s sake, they should have been fine showering together. She KNEW that he didn’t feel the way she did, she had known for years! So, kindly, WHAT THE FUCK was THAT!?

Ashley could hear something begin to sizzle on the stovetop in the kitchen.

She pulled at her somewhat damp hair, feeling like she was losing her mind pacing back and forth behind their bedroom door like she was. She couldn’t make heads or tails of it, of anything! Andrew had gone from her loveable stammering Andy trying to hide a boner, to a man that had rubbed her down and brought her to her knees.

She fell back onto her bed, covering her eyes with her arm.

Scratch that, he hadn’t brought her to her knees, he had systematically dismantled her piece by piece until she was nothing but dripping mush. Where the hell had he learned to do that? Why had he taken her over so easily? God, she was supposed to be his kick-ass fat-tittied little sister who didn’t take any shit from him or anyone else. She was so used to getting him to see things her way, do things her way, anything to make him stay by her side.

But when it came to ‘Andrew’, he wasn’t anything like ‘Andy.’ ‘Andrew’ was her foil. He had taken her teasing and desires to mess with him and twisted them around until he had her rubbing his hard, thick, delicious cock in her hands of her own volition, and was consequently practically dripping all over the shower floor. The desire she had felt was beyond anything she could have imagined.

Her whole body blushed ferociously.

Jesus, all it took were a few slow strokes on her pussy and she almost went into cardiac arrest in there. Was she so weak? Was she really so helpless against him? And the way he looked into her eyes…she could feel herself melting all over again under those piercing green eyes that would do anything for her. Even kill a man.

It was so hot.

Ashley sat up, eyeing the door. It wasn’t going to do her any good to play their encounter over and over again in her mind. She needed to face it. She needed to face him and get control back over herself. She refused to be cowed by him. Andrew thinks he’s hot shit just because he made her cum harder than anything ever had in her life? Well, that shit wasn’t going to fly with her, she was going to get her power back.

Standing, smoothing out her dress and double checking her hair was tied up properly in the mirror, she bit her lip in anticipation and opened the door.

###

Andrew heard the bedroom door open, looking over from where he was searing a piece of meat and seeing Ashley stalk out with a confident smile on her face. Deservedly so, as he observed.

She was wearing her black choker and a beautiful strapped black sundress that came up to her mid-thigh and showed off her smooth, pale arms and legs. He remembered it from when the two of them were dragged to a work thing for his parents. Ashley wanted to die the entire time she was there, as she had to ‘keep up appearances’ for her parents. That meant small talk with people she didn’t know or care about in the slightest, which was nothing short of a miracle to achieve if you asked her brother.

“Speechless? I know, I can be quite stunning when I want to be,” she said, spinning around and letting the dress twirl.

‘So that’s the way we’re going to go. Okay, two can play that game,’ he thought.

“Stunning is the right word,” he began. “Considering that you absolutely hate dresses. You’re right. I AM stunned that you would wear something so terrible.”

Ashley put her hands on her hips, assessing him. He was too relaxed. Too easygoing.

‘Two can play that game,’ she thought.

“Instead of striking a power stance, why don’t you take a seat? I almost have this ready.”

“My foot is going to take a power stance when I break it off in your ass!” she retorted.

Ah, that’s better. That felt like something more their speed.

“I dare you to try,” he said, flipping a few strips of meat and watching them marinate in the juicy strips of fat that melted like butter into the meat.

“Fine then,” she said, speedily sliding across the floor on her feet and roundhouse kicking him right in the ass in spectacular fashion.

Andrew slammed into the oven, almost throwing the frying pan as she called his bluff.

“Hey!” he yelled, whipping around and shooting her a dirty look. “Forget about me, you almost made me fuck up dinner!”

“A woman of my caliber cannot simply back down from a dare, brother dearest,” she said with venom as she slid away and took her seat at the small table just next to the kitchen. Andrew had cleared all the old mail off it and stashed it somewhere, leaving a clean table for them to sit at.

“Tch, whatever you say,” he replied, grabbing some nearby spices and adding a dash or two of this and that to the strips of surprisingly good-smelling meat.

Ashley could smell his cooking while she waited at the table, leaning forward with her head resting on her hands. It smelled…really good. Her stomach felt like it was playing marbles in her gut in anticipation.

Andrew turned the heat off, pulled the strips off the pan and onto plates, and let them rest for a minute so they could finish cooking. He walked towards Ashley.

She looked at him, confident smile in place as he approached, all until he went right past her—to a carboard box that was up on a shelf suspended over the coat rack. She could smell faint lemon as he passed, making her body twinge and her mind immediately remind her that despite this little dance they were doing, she was already losing.

Ashley was a sore loser.

Andrew searched through the box, mind trying to ignore his body’s immediate temptation to reach out and touch her as he passed Ashley. He wanted to feel her again, make her move the way he wanted to. BUT that was something to mentally tackle later, as there was a crucial ingredient to the evening resting in this box.

There they were! Andrew reached in a grabbed a small handful of plastic candle-lights. They were battery powered imitations of the real thing but were the best they had at the moment. To be honest, he and Ashley would have tried to eat candlewax at this point.

He brought them over to the table, turning them on and setting them in an arrangement that he found pleasing.

“Candles? Really?” she asked.

“Hush,” Andrew said. “It’s our first proper meal in a while. Let’s make it special.”

“Whatever you say…” she trailed off, secretly touched that he was putting in the effort like he was.

When he finished, he walked into the kitchen and grabbed the two plates he had loaded high with meat and set them on the table. Silverware was next; grabbed out of the drawer and set onto the table in a way that looked proper to Andrew’s untrained eye. Water was poured into glasses and placed where they should be, and last but not least…

Two shots of vodka were poured and placed between the two of them from the gigantic vodka bottle Andrew had taken from underneath Ashley’s bed. There was a flick of the overhead lights, then Andrew and Ashley were cast into the warm, dim tones of artificial candlelight surrounded by darkness.

“How’s it look?” Andrew asked, taking his seat and watching his sister expectantly.

“…Huh?” she asked, eyes snapping up to meet his own instead of staring at the meat on the plate. “Good, great, spectacular even. Can we please just eat?”

“Bon Appetit,” he said with a flourish.

Ashley grabbed her fork and knife with lightning speed and cut a piece off one of the juicy-looking strips on her plate, skewering it with her fork and holding it up to look closely. It looked like meat.

Andrew did the same, holding it up and looking at it with a bit of apprehension. He looked at Ashley, who grinned and popped the bite into her mouth, chewing it up.

Andrew swallowed, then placed the meat in his mouth, immediately resisting his body’s instinct to spit it out or dry heave. Rolling his head around to get his mind off it, he chewed and swallowed the ‘long pork’.

Cannibal for life. No getting rid of that title now. At least he and Ashley would burn in hell together for it.

Tasting, he…realized that it was pretty good. It was like pork, but sweeter. He took another bite. Then another. Then began shoveling it all down as fast as he could manage.

Ashley was of a similar mind, really liking the taste of it. It was a bit tough, but the sweet, pork flavor was something really unique. Her stomach was demanding that she get every single bit that she could possibly fit in there.

They ate ravenously for a small while, animal instincts taking over. Food was all they could think about.

“Is it good?” Andrew eventually asked between bites, taking a sip of water before diving back in.

“Mhmm,” she intoned, nodding her head vigorously. “Best thing I’ve ever eaten. Why didn’t we think of this earlier?”

Andrew swallowed his bite, “because talking about killing your neighbors and eating them just never came up between us. Weird, huh? You would have thought we would have discussed it like a month ago.”

Ashley laughed, covering her mouth.

“It would be the worst door-to-door sales pitch ever,” she added on.

Andrew snickered, “yeah, we’d be like, ‘oh excuse me sir or ma’am, could you spare a crumb? A solitary crumb? No? How about your organs?’”

Ashley almost choked, quickly taking a drink of water while trying not to suffocate.

Andrew reached out and patted her shoulder, “You okay? Don’t die. Not like that guy did.”

He pointed at their plates.

She couldn’t help it; she started laughing so hard she doubled over and clutched her stomach. It was contagious, and Andrew couldn’t help but start laughing the same as her. The more one laughed, the more the other’s laughter increased. Andrew ended up falling out of his chair onto the floor, clutching his stomach as he laughed so hard that it hurt.

She wasn’t far behind, landing on her knees and laying beside him on the apartment floor, laughing until tears came rolling out.

“Oh my god,” she said, wiping the tears away. “That shouldn’t have been so funny.”

Andrew wheezed, covering his face as it turned beet red from the nonstop laughter.

“God I know,” he said, wiping tears of his own out of his eyes and letting the giggles fade away.

Ashley let out a few more chuckles before she finally calmed down. The two looked at each other with smiles still on their faces, stomachs feeling very full and satisfied for the first time in weeks.

“We still have the shots,” he pointed out.

“True,” she said, eyes glancing at the table.

“Want me to get them?” he asked.

“Yes please!” she said excitedly.

With a grunt, Andrew got off the floor and grabbed the shot glasses, noticing how Ashley began to stretch out on the floor and then groaned in pleasure as her muscles relaxed. Sitting back down next to her, he passed one of the small glasses. The vapor smelled like rubbing alcohol.

She sat up and held it cupped in her hands, waiting for Andrew to join her.

“What are we toasting to?” she asked. “Here’s to not dying and getting rid of our neighbor?”

“Kinda rude towards him, don’t you think?” Andrew pointed out.

“Fuck him. He had horrible taste in music and got himself killed for it.”

Andrew smiled, “Somehow, he got killed twice. He had it rough, you got to admit it.”

“The only thing I will ever admit is that he was delicious,” Ashley said bluntly.

“Eww,” Andrew said, plugging his nose. “That’s nasty.”

Ashley punched him hard on the shoulder.

Rubbing his arm, Andrew pushed on, “And which way was he delicious? Did you sample something while I wasn’t looking?

Ashley punched his other shoulder in response, leaning forward.

“And what if I did? Why would that bother you? We’re brother and sister after all.”

Andrew raised his eyebrows, choosing his next words carefully and ignoring the hot lick of jealousy he felt when she said that.

“The fact that you have to remind yourself of that is all I need to say.”

Ashley was taken aback by the simplicity of his response. He was right, damn it!

“I think you’re the one who needs the reminder,” she said, recovering. Ashley should have joined the debate team in high school given her banter abilities. Too bad she responded to their pestering by ‘accidentally’ spilling juice and/or milk all over them every time they annoyed her.

“Oh, do tell Ashley,” Andrew smoothly replied. It was amazing how confident one could be with a full stomach. He was certainly asking for trouble.

“Really?” she responded. “How about when you got all handsy with me in the shower?”

Andrew’s eye twitched. She was trying to assert control. Evade and counterattack.

“Upon your request, may I remind you,” he said.

She blushed faintly, “No, no. YOU were the one who was acting all weird in there, I just wanted a shower dumbass!”

“A shower that included a back and leg scrub?” he asked, growing a little hot under the collar.

“I’m blameless, I just wanted to get clean! YOU’RE the one who decided to do all that!” she said, redness creeping up her neck.

They still hadn’t toasted yet. Where this conversation was going, they probably were going to need it. Andrew capitalized on this fact.

“Here’s to us!” he suddenly said, hoisting up his glass towards her to toast.

“Here’s to avoiding the question, you asshat!” she retorted, clinking against his shot glass.

They both threw the vodka back, swallowing and immediately grimacing and coughing. The reason it smelled like rubbing alcohol is because it probably was something close to 100% ethanol. This was foreign for a reason. It was a biohazard in liquid form.

Ashley coughed, shivering as the alcohol went down, “Oh fuck, that’s not normal.”

Andrew took deep breaths, trying not to immediately puke it back up, “It’s foul. It was a mistake.”

Their synapses were firing all over the place as the poison made its way through their blood and entered their brains. It took effect quickly.

“Way too strong,” Andrew said, blinking and feeling things loosen up more than they should have.

“You’re just a pussy,” Ashley said, grinning. “I could do it all day.”

Andrew looked at her.

She immediately caved, “No, I’m lying. I don’t want anything to do with that again.”

“Just like the shower?” Andrew asked automatically. That wasn’t supposed to be said so quickly.

“Says the one who took great delight in dragging your cock against me in there!” she retorted a little easier than normal.

“Oh, so suddenly I can’t have a cock because it inconveniences you!?” Andrew asked confrontationally.

“You’re goddamn right it inconveniences me!” she loudly said. “You just love to saunter around and throw that thing in my face!”

“Why are you looking in the first place!”

“Why are you looking at my pussy!?”

“Why were you waiting for me to do that!?”

“Why did you keep doing it!?”

“Because I wanted to!” he suddenly admitted, throwing up his hands and looking away from her.

Ashley prepared for another comeback but was mentally stopped dead in her tracks. She stared at Andrew slack-jawed. That was unexpected.

Andrew felt his face turn tomato red.

“W-Well, that’s…that’s…huh. Really?” Ashley said, genuinely taken aback. “You’re messing with me. Hah, nice try trying to fuck with me, Andy-”

“Seriously,” Andrew said cutting her off. “You want the truth? You want my reason? It’s because I wanted to do all of that.”

Ashley blinked, something very happy starting to gently bloom within her.

“Why?” she quietly asked.

“…because I’m a terrible person, Leyley. I’m a terrible person, and a terrible brother—obviously. You should get have gotten that by now. I did all of that because I wanted to; because I’m a bad person, like you said.”

Ashley’s surprised expression slowly morphed into a sly smile. Leaning backwards on her hands, she looked at Andrew with those smug pink eyes.

“Prove it then,” she stated.

Andrew sighed, “Prove what?”

“That you’re as terrible as you say, Andy.”

Andrew clenched his teeth. How he hated that nickname.

“How do you want me to prove something you know is true?” he asked.

“Do something that shows me that you’re a terrible person, a terrible brother, yada-yada. Do something that proves all that talk isn’t just melodramatic bullshit. Show me that you understand you’re a horrible person.”

He narrowed his eyes.

“Why?”

“So that I know you’re not full of it and trying to act all tough and cool. So that I know you mean exactly what you say. So that I know you’re just as horrible as me.”

Andrew looked at her, looked at her smug smile, and thought about it. What would a terrible person do here? What would a terrible brother do?

What would make him as terrible as her?

Andrew leaned forward and stalked towards Ashley on the floor. On his hands and knees, he slowly approached her until they were face to face. They could feel each other’s warm breath on their faces, pink skies and green seas staring straight into each other.

“Well?” she asked, hiding her nerves exceptionally well. “Staring doesn’t prove you’re a horrible person.”

“Do you want me to really show you what kind of person I am?” he asked softly.

“I think it would be better than whatever what you’re doing here, Andy,” she said tauntingly.

Andrew felt his anger well up from within him. He saw Ashley’s younger self—that demonic little fuck who had led him down this path. The monster who had shown him who he really was. The one who had gotten him to kill her friend. The one who called him Andy.

“I think you’re actually full of shit, Andy. I don’t think you really believe you’re a horrible pers-URK”

Andrew had lashed out quickly, hands wrapped all the way around Ashley’s throat and squeezing tightly as he stared into her surprised eyes.

She barely put up a fight, simply staring and choking as she tried to pull his hands away in the most pathetic show of force she had ever given.

“p…pussy…” she choked out with a wide smile, before being silenced by Andrew squeezing even harder. Her black choker dug deep into her neck.

He pushed himself onto her and forced her head into the floor, gritting his teeth and keeping his eyes open wide as he choked his sister half to death.

“I fucking hate you,” he whispered to her. “I’ve hated Leyley ever since I became like this, ever since I made Nina die inside that box. I will kill you one day, and that’s a promise you little bitch. Ashley is mine, and you’re not coming for the ride.”

Ashley grinned ferally, eyes tearing up and going bloodshot as blood vessels ruptured in her flushed red cheeks due to the pressure growing from his grip. Drool leaked from her mouth as she saw the edges of her vision start to go black. She reached out and dug her fingers into his back, pressing as hard as she could into his sweater before the lights went out for good.

This was more like it. She knew that there was nothing she could do to stop him. Andrew could kill her right here, and there was nothing that could stop him from doing what he wanted. It thrilled her in such a sick way…if she made it through this, she’d get him to do it again. It made her wet.

Her nose blew a blood vessel; a trail of sanguine life rolling down her face as her eyes started to roll back.

Andrew finally let go, getting off her as she loudly gasped for breath and coughed, rolling onto her side and taking deep, shuddering breaths. She was shaking.

Andrew watched her warily.

After a few moments, she looked up at him. Her now-bloodshot pink eyes looked at him approvingly as blood poured from her nose.

“Get it?” Andrew asked.

Ashley smiled, licking her blood off her lips.

“Perfectly, Andrew.”

He walked back to her side and crouched down to look her in the eyes. He loved it when she called him by his name.

“Now answer this: how terrible am I?”

She gave a dark smile, sniffing the blood up her nose.

“As terrible as I am,” she said. “Maybe, even worse.”

He cupped her chin, tilting her head back in a domineering motion. With his other hand, he dipped his finger underneath her choker and pulled her close, so close he barely had to speak to be heard.

“Good girl,” he whispered in her ear.

That phrase made her body shiver.

###

Andrew had left her with her thoughts after that, silently handing her a washcloth to clean up her blood, then heading out to the balcony.

Ashley had immediately made her way to the bathroom, looking at her appearance in the mirror and feeling her heart swell with glee. Bruises covered her neck, with a particularly thick band of blueish-black skin wrapped around the entirety of where her choker had been dug into her flesh. Her eyes and cheeks were bloodshot from how hard he had squeezed her throat.

She stared into the mirror in admiration, wanting to save this image for the rest of her life.

Leyley better watch out, Ashley might just become Andrew’s bitch.

###

Andrew leaned on the balcony, watching faraway cars and pedestrians walk under the streetlights. His stomach was, for the first time in weeks, full.

Lighting up one of the last cigarettes he had, he thought about what had transpired over the course of the last 24 hours. Ancestral deals with forces he didn’t understand, cannibalism, demonic contact, incestuous activity, and attempted murder of his sibling all in one day. He was exhausted.

Andrew thought of Ashley, watching her smile so widely while he choked her. It’s like she wanted him to do it. She wanted him to hurt her.

He took a drag, exhaling smoke into the cool air.

Andrew thought of Ashley, the way she touched him and the way he touched her. How she came in his hands from just a few strokes of his fingers.

He looked at the glowing tip of the cigarette; blowing air against it and watching it glow brighter.

Andrew thought of Ashley.

He took another drag.

She was all he could think about. It would probably never end. They had gone too far for any hope of an end to their trajectory.

‘You know where this is going to lead, right?’ he asked himself.

Of course, he knew.

He finished the cigarette, lost in his thoughts.

Thoughts of her.

###

Ashley had cleaned up the kitchen, setting plates away and tidying up the area. The entire time, she found herself touching her neck and remembering it. Remembering what it was like to be pinned underneath him.

She looked to the balcony and saw him facing away from her, smoking.

Being choked, it was…thrilling. She loved the feeling. Even thinking about it was making her turned on. She probably followed in her mother’s footsteps in some fashion, as much as she hated to admit it.

Ashley distracted herself by gathering up the candles that Andrew had set out and put them back in their cardboard box, before grabbing the ‘bottle of death’ vodka and walking to their parents’ room to stash it back in the safe.

Cracking said copper safe open, she shoved it back onto the shelf where it had been previously. Why her parents had put it in here with a demonic talisman and their old photo album was beyond her. Maybe they wanted to forget that they had ever known about it in the first place.

Curious, she grabbed the album, pulled it out of the safe and opened it up. Flipping through the pages, she came to realize that there was a lot that her mom had never told them.

Though she would never admit it, she wished she had asked Andrew about it earlier. Especially that shit in the back of the photo album. Their grandparents knew cultists? That was so sick.

###

Andrew stumbled through his dark bedroom from the living room and turned on the light that was next to his bed. Ashley squinted her eyes, avoiding the sudden bright light where there previously hadn’t been any.

“Thanks for getting the kitchen picked up,” Andrew said, feeling unbelievably tired and sitting on his bed.

“Quite the domestic partner, aren’t I?” she joked, sitting on her bed with her dress still on.

“Truly the best I ever could have asked for,” he murmured, yawning and stretching.

“Bedtime?” she asked.

“Bedtime,” he confirmed.

It had truly been one of the longest days of their lives.

“I’ll go first,” she said.

They had a system for undressing in the same room. With such limited space, they would take turns sitting on their beds, facing the wall, and letting the other undress, change, get clothes, or anything they needed to start or end the day.

However, the dynamic had been permanently altered. How that would play out was anyone’s guess.

Well, not really.

Andrew nodded, going and sitting on his bed and facing the wall. He pulled off his sweater while he was waiting, revealing his bare torso underneath.

He heard her shuffle out of the dress, fabric falling to the floor. A few shuffles of material later, he felt her tap on his shoulder.

Looking, he saw her busty form standing over his bed completely naked with a small blush on her pale cheeks.

“Andrew,” she said. “It’s your turn.”

He really loved it when she said his name.

Standing up off the bed, he didn’t even move his hands as Ashley grabbed his pants and unbuttoned them, pulling them down and revealing his black boxers underneath. Throwing his pants to some part of the room, Ashley then pulled down his boxers and revealed his cock to the world for all to see. He was already getting hard.

She grinned.

“So about the sleeping situation…” she trailed off, kneeling as she focused on his cock bobbing in front of her face.

Andrew smiled, “we’re sleeping together from now on.”

“I thought we were already doing that with your night terrors,” she pointed out, looking up at him and raising an eyebrow.

“Yeah…but this is different. You and me, in my bed or yours. Every night from the beginning to the end.”

She smiled and slowly kissed the tip of his cock, which made him jerk, then stood up, leaned in and purred to him, “as naked as we are now?”

He chuckled and pulled her down into the bed, Ashley falling with a brief squeal before finding herself side by side with Andrew on his mattress.

There was no sight of Andy here. Good thing Leyley was cowed for now too. Maybe they were off somewhere else together.

That only left Ashley and Andrew.

He ran his hand down the curves of Ashley’s body, smiling to himself as he propped himself up with the other hand. She leaned into his touch, letting out soft moans wherever he went.

“What’s got you so happy?” she asked him, black hair pooling out behind her head.

“You,” he said, squeezing her butt and making her jump.

“Stop doing that!” she said, making an embarrassed face.

“Sorry, couldn’t help it. I just was thinking about…how wonderful you are,” he said, tracing the path of the thick black bruise that wrapped around her neck like a tattoo of a choker.

She felt her face glowing from that comment.

“Seriously, when did you change your mind? When did I get you to see me for…me?” she asked.

“I didn’t change my mind,” he said.

Upon seeing her offended face, he continued.

“I…I’ve seen you as someone more than a sister for years,” he admitted.

“Even with other girls?” she immediately asked, voice almost growling.

“Even with them,” he said wistfully. “Remember, horrible person? That whole thing?”

“Noted,” she grumbled.

“I chose you,” he quietly said. “Just like I promised.”

“Mhmm,” she said.

Andrew smiled and laid back, letting out a long breath as he relaxed. Ashley scooted closer, resting her head on his chest and draping her arm across his body. She let out a long breath of her own.

“This is nice,” she admitted, listening to his heartbeat.

Andrew wrapped his arms around her, burying his face into her hair and taking in her scent.

“This is nice,” he agreed.

They laid there together in silence for a while, taking in the experience of lying with one another skin to skin as they were. It was nice.

“I looked through the photo album they stashed away,” Ashley suddenly said. “I’m a little annoyed you didn’t mention anything about it.”

“We were fighting at the time,” he reminded her. “Plus, we ended up being very busy today.”

“I don’t forgive you,” she said simply, readjusting her head and enjoying her brother’s warmth.

“But you forgive our parents for not telling us about our grandparents?”

“Definitely not,” she said. “I never knew they existed aside from the fact that someone had to give birth to those sorry souls we call our parents.”

“Then be mad at mom and dad instead of me. Did you see the note in the back?”

She looked up at him.

“Yeah. Weird shit. It has to do with that spirit-catcher thing you pulled out of the safe, right?”

As if on cue, a faint red light caught both of their attention as the tree-root mark appeared by their bedside. The best part was that Andrew hadn’t even put it there.

“It’s definitely supernatural,” he commented dryly.

“Definitely not a normal night-light,” she chuckled.

The red light faded and the mark resumed being a demented piece of arts and crafts.

“I think we’re going to see that tree again tonight,” Andrew said. “Don’t ask me why, it’s just a weird feeling I’m having.”

“You were the only one who saw it last time,” she pointed out.

“But now you’re here with me,” he said, as if that explained everything.

“So? You’re the chosen one to talk with the tree-thing, not me,” she said. “Apparently Mr. Eyeball dude wants me instead.”

The mark began to glow again. Very brightly this time, it cast the room into vivid red light. Andrew reached out to grab it, immediately ceasing the outpouring of light and making it go pitch black.

“Temperamental little shit, huh?” she said with a smile, looking at the mark.

“Whatever,” Andrew muttered, stashing it under his pillow.

Ashley then promptly rolled on top of him, bare body laying against his own with her breasts flattened against his chest and her legs straddling his torso.

“Ready to see this view every morning for the rest of your life?” she asked with a grin, sitting up and running her hands down her neck, to her chest, down her stomach and ending at her pussy.

“…Yeah, I would say so. Planning to do something while I’m asleep before I wake up?” he asked, throat very dry at the erotic sight.

“Mm…maybe,” she said trailing off, looking as if she was imagining something pleasant.

She leaned in, hair draping around her and Andrew’s head. Her eyes stared into him in the dim light they shared.

“When we… when we do it. Which I know we will. I’m leaving all of that up to you. But there’s one thing I want to do for myself, and I’ve wanted to do it for a long time.”

“So selfish…” Andrew said quietly, already knowing what she was going to do.

“Well, I am a terrible person after all…” she said, before closing the distance and sealing their lips together in a kiss.

It was gentle, and it was warm. Skin against skin, two sharing something that had been a long time coming. Andrew wrapped his arms around her and returned the kiss in earnest, running his hands up and down her back as they shared long and deliciously sweet kisses with each other. It was so soft, but it spoke so loudly of the bond between them.

Ashley lightly nipped at his bottom lip before pulling away and taking a deep breath. Her smile blossomed, spreading across her face like a wave that couldn’t be stopped.

“I love you Andrew,” she whispered, eyes threatening to spill tears.

“I love you, Ashley,” he responded, reaching up to her and pulling her into another kiss that dragged her off and laid her beside him.

Ashley’s stomach did flip-flops when she felt his tongue flick at her lips before he bit down on her bottom lip the same as she did—just a little harder.

After he pulled away and gave her some breathing room, she reached out and touched his cheek.

“You know how to make a girl happy,” she said, same radiant smile on her features.

“…All I want is to see you happy,” he said, being very honest.

Ashley giggled, scooting closer to her brother. An evil expression suddenly took root.

“One day then…I want your babies.”

Andrew immediately looked at her with wide eyes.

“Kidding!” she said with a laugh. “For now, anyways. Who knows how I’ll feel tomorrow?”

“Good night, Ashley,” he said quickly, shutting his eyes and trying to get to sleep as fast as possible.

“Psh, I see how it is. Oh well. We’ll see who’s not going to pull out when the time comes to it.”

With that last statement, she rolled over and spooned against a now very imaginative Andrew for the rest of the night. The thought of breeding one’s sister did that pretty well.

When sleep did claim him, his dreams were of no respite as his hand ended up touching the mark.

END OF PART 4




Chapter 5: Part 5
Chapter Text
The Coffin of Andy and Leyley – Eyes and Roots – Part 5

Andrew awoke with a start, bleary eyes snapping open and then realizing that he was plummeting through the air. Red skies stretched out forever in all directions around him, and an empty black abyss awaited him below.

He started to scream.

The air was roaring in his ears as he fell further and further through the two-tone void, noise growing in volume as he descended towards the darkness. The red began to fade into the darkness, and the light with it.

And then he was in total darkness. The roar of the air went with the light. Andrew was still falling, but he could no longer hear it. He could no longer see it.

He couldn’t even hear his own voice as he yelled into the dark.

He fell for a long time. He couldn’t really tell how long it truly had been, but it never seemed to end. The darkness and silence were profound; it didn’t even make a difference whether his eyes were open or closed, the darkness was all the same.

Then he saw them.

In the total darkness that surrounded him, he saw shapes. Great, terrible things that writhed and flew through the pitch-black expanse. They were clad in red outlines, red tints, and red blood.

Red souls.

One impossible-looking centipede which was the size of a mountain skittered past Andrew, parts of its town-sized segments glowing red with countless faces and bodies that composed it. They shifted and melted into one another, constantly losing their forms and regaining them elsewhere.

It was made of people, animals, and things Andrew had never seen before.

The centipede disappeared. In the darkness that surrounded Andrew, he began to see the true number of them.

In every direction, up down left and right, there were an innumerable amount of these horrible, red-tinted abominations of all shapes and sizes. Small birds with glowing red wings flew over a continent-sized cube that contained realms of bizarre geometry. Rings of flaming metal chased after a two-headed bear that narrowed itself into a twine of blood-stained rope that chased the rings in turn.

It was as if this place was infinite, as if it were the darkness of space whose stars were these demented, unknown things.

As Andrew fell further and further, he saw something that made his blood go cold. A distant eye, in the shape of a drawn sigil, was locked on him and watching him fall through the dark. It was the same as the one who had killed their neighbor.

It was the lord of eyes.

The eye flew towards him with astonishing speed, crossing the darkness and scattering anything that got in its way in the process. Red and black shapes flew away as the eye grew closer and closer. It was massive, easily the size of a small island.

Andrew balked as the eye stopped right in front of him, a red pupil staring into his eyes.

‘Human,’ it said in a clear, deep voice that filled Andrew’s mind. ‘You should not be here.’

‘I’m inclined to agree,’ Andrew thought in response, looking into the eye.

‘This realm is barred to you and your kind. You could not have come here on your own,’ it stated.

‘Is it safe to assume that you didn’t do that?’ Andrew thought.

‘Correct. You are in the realm of demons, the realm of spirits, or any other of the many names for this place. And in this place, you…are food.’

Andrew quickly felt immense fear rise out of his gut as this thing stared at him with hostile intent. He tried to move himself away, do anything other than continue to plummet further and further into the abyss.

‘It does not matter how much you fear me. Your soul is forfeit.’

‘Wait! I thought you said that you struck a deal with the tree!’ Andrew mentally exclaimed. ‘A…A family! Between you and the tree! That’s what you said when you talked to me and my sister!’

‘There will be more like you…always, there are more. The demon of branches and roots may be angry at me…but she will forgive me in time. She always does. Our plans will be fulfilled by others in the long time to come,’ it said ominously.

The eye’s red pupil glowed intensely red for a long moment before Andrew felt incredible pain explode over his body, like every single part of him inside and out was being shredded apart. He spasmed and convulsed and screamed silently until he felt his throat go raw, desperately trying to stop the torment that assailed him. It felt as if he was being ripped from his own body, yet somehow still alive.

‘Perish,’ the lord of eyes commanded.

Suddenly the red, looming eye was grabbed by countless tendrils of pure darkness that rose from below, and was summarily hurled away into the abyss, bowling over any unfortunate other-worldly horrors that were in its way. The tendrils then rushed towards Andrew, enveloping him and forming a cocoon around his form—blocking all sight of the horrors in the darkness.

Andrew felt his falling descent begin to slow, until he came to a gentle stop and landed on what felt like smooth bark. He staggered, falling to his knees and panting as his body trembled from the effects of what was very likely his soul almost being torn from his person.

‘You are safe now, little sapling,’ a gentle, familiar voice mentally spoke to him.

It was the tree, who was apparently referred to as a ‘she’ if what the eye said meant anything.

‘What…What was all of that?’ he mentally asked, falling onto his stomach and rolling onto his back as he took deep breaths.

He could not hear any of said breaths.

‘I allowed you into the world of my kind,’ the tree said. ‘I wished for you to see the truth of things beyond your world.’

‘Well, I think I’ve had enough of it,’ he stated drearily.

‘You have no choice in whether or not you have had enough, child,’ she said. ‘This is the reality of things.’

‘Reality is nearly losing your soul to a giant fucking eyeball with an utter lack of empathy?’ he questioned.

‘For many humans in your world and for many denizens of our realm, yes,’ she said simply. ‘However, I admit I expected more of the lord of eyes. We will be having words, I promise you.’

Andrew’s body suddenly accelerated in the darkness, moving upward at incredible speed. He felt almost flattened against the wooden floor he was laying upon.

‘Your soul is attracting others. Despite being stained by your sister’s tar soul, it still radiates color into the darkness. You cannot stay.’

‘What does that even mean?’ he thought painfully as his head was sealed to the floor from the forces exerted upon it. ‘You and Mr. eye-asshole keep referring to things that I don’t understand, and it’s not very helpful if I’m supposed to be part of some over-arching plan of yours.’

‘Hm…you remind me that I have spent far too much time disconnected from the common affairs of the mortal world. Fine then, let me explain in more detail. For example, when I refer to a tar soul, I am referring to a human’s soul that is stained black with the negative choices of their life. They are not as desirable to my kind but serve their purpose in our plans.’

As Andrew pondered the gloomy meaning of that statement, he felt their descent slow—and with it came the reappearance of the sounds of his heartbeat and his breathing. The darkness that surrounded him pulled back, and he found himself on a wooden platform composed of black branches connecting to a massive tree that loomed over him. It was the same tree that he had seen the night before in his dream, and they were back in the familiar half-red half-black space that stretched endlessly in all directions.

“Andrew Graves, you are a living being with a soul that belongs to the world above us. The realm of red. Do you see it?”

Andrew looked up, seeing the red sky and nodding his head.

“That is the barrier between your physical world and this place in-between. Every living thing with a soul dwells there. Below us is the demon world, where my kind reside. We feed on the souls of the living to survive, or we cannibalize other demons and claim their energy for our own,” she educated.

“So…why treat me so well?” Andrew asked. “Why not eat me and my sister and be done with it?”

“Because demons cannot gain access to the living world on their own, just as humans cannot gain access to the demon world on their own. We must be brought across the barriers by something on the other side. Consuming the soul of someone such as you would be a waste beyond measure.”

She continued, “Thus, you and your sister are not food. Both of you are keys to the world of the living and are valuable to me. You are part of a long-standing promise I made with a human long ago and are proving to be well on the way to fulfilling it at last.”

“…How?” he asked.

A thin, solitary branch snaked from the wooden platform and draped itself across the back of his neck, slowly wrapping around him and drawing a mild bit of alarm from Andrew.

“You and your sister are…closer than most siblings.”

Andrew felt his cheeks glow slightly red.

“Your relationship will result in the bloodline me and the lord of eyes have wished for. Ashley will prove herself a capable recipient of his power and will receive his mark. Together, you will unify the powers of eyes and roots in the mortal world, something that we have worked towards for centuries—but have been stopped time and time again.”

“What stopped you?” Andrew asked, noting that this ‘bloodline’ of theirs was implied to have something to do with what seemed to be him and his sister…passing on their genes together.

‘There’s nothing wrong with sex, my child,’ he heard her voice say in his head. ‘In fact, it is one of the most special things you can do. Creating new life, new souls, it is a miracle.’

‘I don’t need to be thinking about it, I really don’t need to be reminded of it,’ he loudly said in his head. Andrew was embarrassed. He had barely been on honest terms with his sister since the evening and did not need to think about what the tree was implying. It wasn’t something he was ready to seriously think about, as he didn’t even know what he and Ashley’s relationship was going to shape out to be.

It was a deranged situation anyways. It drove him wild in all the good and bad ways.

‘I have felt what you do for her. It is inevitable. I understand it may be personal, but there is no need to deny what you feel towards someone you wish to intertwine with. Why, me and the lord of eyes are quite closely related as well in the demonic realm, and we have long accepted that we are going to combine ourselves and our power to create a new family-‘

“Anyways!” Andrew verbally said, cutting her off. “Can you tell me what stopped you and eyes from…er, unifying?”

‘We’ll come back to this discussion later,’ he mentally heard her say with what could only be described as the sensation of humor. She was way too overbearing for Andrew with this topic.

“The human world has its reasons for stopping us,” she said simply. “We are opposed to the powers that be, and I will reveal these reasons as you continue your path. I have only said what I have due to your bond with Ashley solidifying, and your willingness to do what must be done to pursue your promised path. That is all I will say about the matter.”

Andrew saw the shared meal of human meat flash in his head, as well as Andrew exerting his physical strength over Ashley. These were what the tree thought to be examples of his ‘willingness to do what must be done.’

“In the meantime,” the tree said, voice relaxing. “I want to meet your sister. I am bringing her to us through your physical contact.”

Andrew felt the wind pick up around him, looking up as a red comet tore through the roof of the sky and streaked right towards them. Andrew stepped back and covered his body as the object slammed into the wood of the platform with a crash and almost instantly evaporated, leaving a person laying face-down on the platform.

It was Ashley, thankfully clad in her normal low-cut black shirt and short jeans. He knew that she was certainly not dressed like that in their bedroom…in his bed…ass pressed firmly against his…

Andrew rushed over to her, shaking her awake and getting her rolled over. Ashley opened her eyes and blinked several times before looking at Andrew with a smile.

“Your gut feeling was right, huh? Is this that place you went to? Or am I just dreaming again?”

Andrew smiled, “I guess it’s sort of like a dream. But, unfortunately, it’s as real as it could get. The tree wants to meet you.”

Ashley sat up, eyes widening as she took in the truly incredible scale of the black-barked tree that towered up and over them in the red and black plane. Standing up with Andrew’s help, she looked over the ledge of the wooden platform and saw the pitch-black abyss below. She stared into it for a moment before looking back up at the tree.

“What’s your name?” she asked loudly, staring at the trunk of the black wood.

“I have many names,” it said in response.

Ashley stepped back in surprise, finally realizing that what that she had seen and heard here were real. There was something other than their world, and it was right in front of her. She pinched the back of her hand in an effort to wake up just in case but found that it hurt and did not result in her escaping from this weird, abstract art realm.

“It’s very real Ashley Graves,” the tree stated.

Ashley shook her pinched hand, before putting her hands on her hips and looking up at the looming black tree for a long moment.

“…so, what do you want with my brother?” Ashley asked in suspicion. “Why drag him here with that talisman of yours?”

“You and he are of the bloodline I swore to protect,” the tree said. “Protection in exchange for the bloodline itself. This was a promise sealed in the blood of both of your ancestors. I brought him here because he claimed my mark, and thus accepted the mantle of his ancestors’ responsibility.”

Ashley sneered, “Protection for the bloodline? What, do you own us or something?”

“…Yes,” the tree said.

Andrew and Ashley both immediately frowned upon hearing her admission. That was not a pleasant thing to hear from a being such as her.

“Don’t be angry with me, little saplings. It is simply the way of things. There are those who wield power, and those who are subject to power. You two do not wield power yet are firmly under my own power and protection as long as you uphold your side of the agreement.”

“You’re planning on using me and Ashley to access our world somehow. You admitted that to me,” Andrew said.

“In return for my power, it is an insignificant price to pay.”

“What power?” Ashley asked sarcastically. “All I see is some tree that thinks much too highly of…herself. What power do you actually have aside from telling my brother and I you’re our ‘guardian’? Believe me, considering our parent’s track record, that’s the last thing we need right now.”

Andrew winced as he heard Ashley’s words. Those surely were not going to go over well. His sister had put a wicked emphasis on the tree being female.

The black-barked tree was silent for a moment, before it’s branches that towered far into the red skies above trembled and then leaned in towards them. In mere moments, a forest of dark wood had enveloped the wooden platform.

“In time you will understand the wisdom of what I have said…I do not expect you both to understand. As the picture is revealed to you, as you grow and spread your limbs, you will comprehend that power rules all. In time, you will understand how far my power reaches…I do not expect you to understand now, but you will learn how wrong your assumptions are very soon.”

The branches continued to grow denser around them, and constricting inwards. Their edges began to sprout scarlet red thorns.

“Ashley…I am of no competition to you. Do not treat me as another rival for your brother’s affections. That would be…unwise. However, your disposition will be perfect for the lord of eyes. I think you two will get on quite nicely.”

Andrew and Ashley stepped closer to each other, eyeing the wicked-looking black branches that surrounded them on all sides and continued to grow closer. Ashley did not look amused upon the tree mentioning that part about romantic rivalry.

“You two will fulfill the promise. Sacrifice to the lord of eyes, use my power to break from your prison, and find your place in the world. I will reach you again when you are ready.”

Ashley scowled and held onto Andrew’s arm. The branches enveloped them until all light was blocked from sight.

‘I am with you always. I am of your blood, and you are of mine. Goodbye, little saplings.’

And then they disappeared.

###

Andrew slowly opened his eyes, blinking as his mind came crashing back to the real world. His mind had transitioned from whatever that realm was to his ordinary dreams shortly afterwards, of which he couldn’t remember very well. All he knew was that they had something to do with Ashley, a school, and a terrifying teacher with way too many eyes. Nonsensical stuff, really.

Andrew stared up at the ceiling for a few moments, getting his mind into gear before noticing that an incredible sensation was radiating from the lower half of his body. Blinking again, he looked down and saw the sheets bobbing up and down on his waist as what felt like a trail of liquid traced down his legs and…balls?

Pulling up the covers so he could see, Andrew was greeted with the face of his sister between his legs, staring deep into his eyes as she bobbed her head up and down on his cock, tongue swirling around the tip and the shaft as she did so. It felt incredible.

With an audible pop, she pulled his cock out of her mouth and grinned up at him, stroking him with her slender fingers gliding along his saliva-coated member. She slapped it against her cheek with a meaty thud.

“Good morning,” she said with a smile, pumping Andrew and watching him squirm in her grip.

“G-Good morning to you…fuck…” Andrew winced out, body rolling along waves of pleasure that were being woven for him.

“That good, huh?” she asked in a sultry tone, promptly taking her free hand and massaging his heavy balls. All that spit had made his sack slick to the touch.

“Jesus…How long have you been down there?” he asked huskily, curling his toes as her hands went to work.

“Dunno…maybe 15 minutes or so. I just couldn’t help myself when I saw a big breakfast like this sticking up under the sheets…”

With that she dove back onto his cock, sucking and pumping his shaft like it was the only thing that was going to keep her alive. Given that Andrew had made her cum in his hands, she was about to return the favor.

Andrew gripped the sheets and grit his teeth as he could feel it coming from deep within him. He was about to cum, and it was all going to be slurped up by Ashley. The idea of that just accelerated the process.

“Fuck…Fuck, I’m close…” he grunted out, hips rising as Ashley doubled her efforts.

“Cum for me,” she whispered, increasing the tempo of her strokes. “Cum inside my mouth, I want to taste it. I want to taste all that delicious cum you’ve got stored up for me.”

That did it for our lad. Andrew felt like a gout of fire shot out from his core, an electric shock radiating outwards from his pelvis across his body. Jerking up, he felt hot ropes of cum shoot out of the tip of his cock like a rocket, all of which were greedily caught by Ashley in her mouth.

Andrew looked down at her with lust-tinted eyes, watching as she gulped mouthful after mouthful of his semen and swallowed it all. After she felt his cock’s spasms cease, she sucked hard on the tip of his dick—extracting any baby batter that had been trapped in there.

Ashley popped his cock out of her mouth, swallowing one more time before sticking her tongue out and showing her brother that she had swallowed every drop. It made Andrew’s body cut the refractory period in half. God bless Ashley.

“Holy fuck,” Andrew said, feeling shivers travel up and down his spine.

Ashley giggled, gently stroking Andrew’s now-incredibly sensitive dick and watching her brother sharply inhale as his nerves protested the action. Having him in her hands like this thrilled her.

“You’re welcome,” she said. “Feel ready to tackle the day?”

As she asked that question, Ashley crawled up on top of Andrew and slowly ground her wet pussy against his saliva-coated cock, staring down possessively into his eyes. Her pink irises blazed with a hunger that Andrew hadn’t seen before.

“Not yet…” Andrew quietly said, running his hands up her thighs that straddled his waist to her sides and then to her deliciously soft tits that were almost hot to the touch. Ashley bit her lip as he did so, feeling every part of her body cry out for more of his attention.

She really hoped that he wouldn’t make her wait too long to have her pussy destroyed by that delicious cock.

“Not yet?” Ashley asked, cocking as eyebrow and breathing heavily as she saw the pure look of desire from Andrew’s green eyes practically fucking her with their gaze.

Andrew shook his head before grinning and grabbing her roughly by the ass and pulling her body up to his face. She caught herself on the bedframe, seeing Andrew’s face placed firmly beneath her spread legs. Uh-oh.

Andrew didn’t give her time to react, diving into the meal presented to him with gusto as he leaned upwards and invaded her pussy with his mouth and tongue.

“Ah! Andrew…FUCK!” she exclaimed, body convulsing as she leaned forward on the wooden frame and felt his tongue lashing her lips and her clit with wild motions. It was unlike anything she had imagined it would feel like.

Andrew was in heaven. Ashley’s natural scent combined with the overwhelming feminine scent of her pussy juice all over his face was sending him into a frenzy as he lapped up everything she gave him. She tasted amazing, a combination of sweet and musky that was quickly making him hard again. We’re talking a seventy-five-percent-chub at least.

Ashley closed her eyes and roughly ran her fingers through Andrew’s hair, gasping in surprise and pleasure when he grabbed her ass with both hands and forced her down even further into his mouth. She saw stars when Andrew targeted her clit and flicked his tongue against it relentlessly, making her moan his name.

Andrew felt Ashley’s legs start to quiver and her breath begin to pick up in pace.

“Don’t stop, don’t you dare fucking stop Andy…” she growled.

Andrew growled in response and pinched her clit between his teeth and his tongue—sucking and licking like he would die if he didn’t. The results were spectacular.

Ashley nearly tore his hair out of his head as the sudden assault didn’t just send her over the edge of orgasm, it shot her out of Earth’s gravity with the force of a railgun. Ashley almost screamed in pleasure as she came violently from Andrew’s oral orchestra, legs squeezing hard around his head and her pussy squirting all over his face as her whole body spasmed and bucked from every nerve ending being set on electric fire.

Calling him Andy seemed to give her the reaction she was looking for. Ashley grinned maniacally.

Laughing and almost crying from the force of her orgasm, Ashley weakly slinked down from her spread-leg position to lay next to Andrew, who gave her a cocky grin as he wiped her juices off his face and looked into her eyes with total satisfaction.

“…How was it for you?” she asked, feeling a small whisper of an aftershock make her pussy twinge.

Andrew responded by pulling her close against him, arms wrapped around her slender waist. The action made her blush. She still wasn’t used to it, despite all the festivities they’d been engaging in.

“Fucking fantastic,” he admitted, leaning into her neck and nipping lightly at the skin of her bruised neck.

His teeth on the bruise made her wince, but it also made her get even more turned on than she already was. Andrew reveled in hearing Ashley make those adorable sounds of pain, which made his cock get even more erect. He wondered why those sounds made him feel the way they did.

“T-That’s…That’s good,” she whimpered, body fully ready to be dominated by Andrew right here and now. Fucking hell, she really hoped she hadn’t made a mistake giving him the responsibility of initiating sex.

Andrew couldn’t get enough of those pathetic mewls that she was making. He couldn’t get enough of having her be so vulnerable. He wanted to really make her feel it, really make her scream.

Andrew did two things simultaneously; first, he pinned Ashley down to his mattress and bit her on the shoulder, and bit her hard. Second, he grabbed both of her erect, pink nipples and pinched them.

Talk about a reaction. Ashley felt searing pain from the bite that Andrew inflicted on her shoulder, just above her arm, followed immediately by immense pleasure erupting from her nipples and going straight to her pussy. The thought of being marked by his teeth, combined with the sudden stimulation from her chest, was enough to make her cum again.

Andrew pulled back and watched as Ashley writhed underneath him, shoulder sporting a fresh, bleeding bite mark and a damp spot slowly spreading from her pussy. The sheets would absolutely need to be cleaned.

“How was it for you?” Andrew asked with a smirk.

“Shut up,” she sputtered out, unable to stop her body from moving from the glorious orgasms that had laid her low.

Andrew responded to her bratty attitude with a kiss, leaning in and softly kissing her pale lips with a hand placed behind her head. She returned the kiss in earnest, pulling him in close and invading his mouth with her tongue. Thus, they dueled with each other, pecking and nipping at the other’s lips and tongues.

Ashley broke it off by biting a little harder on Andrew’s lip, enough to make him wince and recoil backwards. She had broken the skin, and he could taste blood with the stinging sensation of exposed flesh.

“Bitch…” she said, watching him excitedly for a reaction. She wanted him to fucking destroy her, in every sense of the phrase.

Andrew resisted the urge to slap the shit out her, though a part of him felt as if that might have been exactly what she was hoping for. Wiping away the blood on his lip, Andrew sat up and looked at the disheveled state of his sister. The bleeding bite mark, the bruises across her neck, the absolutely soaked sheets she was laying on…he’d done well.

He wanted to give things a little more time before they took that final step, but he really didn’t want to wait much longer looking at her like this. He wanted to devour her and ruin her.

“Want some breakfast?” he asked, changing the subject.

Ashley pouted, not getting what she wanted. Oh well. There would be more time for it later.

“…Okay. Fry me up some skin though, I’ve got cravings.”

Andrew nodded his head, “Coming up. In the meantime, go shower.”

He ran a finger up her soaking wet snatch as if to prove his point. Ashley’s hips jerked at the movement.

“You fucking asshole,” she said. “Don’t think I won’t fuck you up just because you’re making me cum!”

Andrew jumped up from bed and threw on some black pants, looking over his shoulder with a smile.

“Sure you will,” he challenged.

Ashley grabbed the nearest object on Andrew’s desk and threw it at his face, which landed perfectly on target as the pencil nailed him right on the middle of the forehead. Andrew cursed a million dark things as he fled the room and made his way to the kitchen to prepare their breakfast.

###

Andrew checked the TV after he dished out a lovely breakfast of human steak with fried skins to a now-dressed Ashley, who was eager to dig into her meal. He noticed how unbothered he was at this point regarding the consumption of another person, which was only garnering a token protest from some part of his brain that was trying to remain a decent human being. But alas, he had concluded that he was a terrible person along with his sister. There was nothing he could do except dig into this exquisite meal.

A cartoon was on one of the channels as he cycled through the stations, making him pause his perusing.

“Want to watch a show?” he asked, plopping down on the couch with a plate of his own.

Ashley looked up from stuffing bite after bite of human meat into her mouth, seeing the cartoon in question and groaning.

“God, that one?” she complained. “Fine. Nothing else was on?”

“Just the news,” Andrew said. “Same old shit as always.”

Ashley sighed, picking up her plate and cutlery and migrating to the couch. Plopping down next to Andrew, she sat crisscrossed and continued eating while watching the show begin to play.

‘Heya kids!’ a comically sized top hat with googly eyes said to its tiny baseball-cap children who were gathered around a dinner table. ‘Have any of you seen my suit? I’m late to work!’

One of the children caps turned its similarly large eyes towards its father, not blinking and staring straight into his father’s soul. It somehow took a bite out of a piece of denim with butter smeared across the surface of it, all the while refusing to break eye contact with its father.

‘Step-dad, you haven’t seen your suit for over ten years. We’ve all moved out and left you here since you refused to get your life together and get over the death of mom. It wasn’t your fault. You can forgive yourself.’

The top hat stared at the baseball cap for a long moment.

“I can’t believe we used to watch this shit as kids,” Ashley commented.

“It’s a cartoon, it’s not supposed to make sense,” Andrew retorted. “Just tune out your brain and enjoy it.”

“Is that how you write poetry?” Ashley fired back. “Because a lot of things suddenly make sense if that’s the case.”

Andrew looked hurt.

“What does that mean?”

Ashley smirked, “You’re the one who went to college, you figure it out.”

“Asshole,” Andrew muttered.

“Dickhead,” she shot back. “Not my fault you didn’t learn anything important for thousands of dollars except how to waste time with whores.”

Andrew’s eye twitched as the top hat seemed to break out of its long silence.

‘Wow son, that’s interesting! I’m happy you looked for it! I guess I’m going to go off to work without being my usual, dapper self!’

All the baseball caps shook themselves and sighed.

‘Oh, step-dad.’

Then the credits rolled. Loud orchestra music that was hilariously out of tone played with it.

“It’s garbage,” Ashley said decidedly.

“It’s a work of art,” Andrew shot back. “Don’t get mad just because you can’t recognize greatness.”

“What part of this shit is greatness?” Ashley asked. “Did that school fry your brains while it was taking your money? Are you mentally well?”

Andrew lightly slapped her arm with the back of his hand.

“The point of the show is that it’s bad. It’s intentionally poorly made, and they know that people want to watch it because of that. Stop being a bitch.”

Ashley snatched Andrew’s offending limb, biting down hard into his skin. He yelped and pulled it back, spotting a crescent-shaped bite mark gracing his hand. One for one between them now.

“First off, I am completely justified in feeling the way I do about your time at school. We’re going to need...a lot more time together before I can wipe their stink off you. Second, just because something is made intentionally terrible doesn’t make it good. It just makes it a self-conscious piece of work that knows it’s garbage with garbage characters.”

“Look who’s getting all scholarly now?” Andrew teased, ignoring her comment about him being with other women. “You would have done great at college.”

Ashley rounded on him, putting his and her plates aside and pushing him down to the sofa. She stared into his eyes with a cold expression.

“I never should have let you go. I would have done anything to keep you here with me.”

Andrew was a bit taken aback.

“What’s with this all of a sudden?” he asked.

Ashley frowned, punching him in the chest decently hard. He winced.

“Because this is how we should have been with each other. We should have been with each other like we are now. I should have been the only woman for you, with no one else getting in between.”

Andrew understood. This…honesty, with each other was revealing years of regret between them. Despite all their fights, all their horrible deeds, it was as if they both wished it had all led to this outcome years ago.

“…So let’s fix that now,” Andrew stated, reaching up and cupping Ashley’s face.

“…I’m afraid you’re just going to leave me…” she whispered, eyes misting up as she stared into the black fabric of Andrew’s sweater. “Everyone else has…and you were off running around with other girls…”

Andrew chose to silence her with a kiss, pulling her down into a tender make out session that kept them there on the couch for a small while. Ashley’s woes were slowly eroded away for the time being as her brother reminded her just how much things had changed now. When their lips separated, still connected by a faint trail of saliva, she laid her head on his chest and felt peaceful for the first time a long while.

They may still be locked in here, but she was full and had finally become Andrew’s woman…almost, anyways. He still needed to bang her brains out and maybe/maybe not pull out when he finished. The thought of getting pregnant with his baby made her pussy twinge in excitement.

They laid together for a while, watching similarly vapid cartoons as the one before. Andrew felt Ashley’s breathing change eventually, looking down and seeing that she had fallen asleep. It didn’t take very long for him to join her, eventually slipping away into dreamland.

The two Graves slept peacefully together, closer than they had been in all their lives.

###

They were awoken from a knock on their front door.

Andrew gently slipped out from underneath Ashley who protested the action and walked to the door, yawning and stretching as he went to talk to the warden who had so rudely awoken them.

“Hey you two,” a familiar voice called out.

Gruff, sleazy sounding, it was the warden Malcom.

“Come to the door, I wanna talk to both of y’all.”

“What, so you can waste our time again?” Andrew said, rolling his eyes. “Go bother someone else.”

Ashley poked her head up over the couch, scowling at the intrusion into her sleep.

“No, no, I’m being serious this time. I want to talk to both of you about my offer, so get your sister to the door.”

Andrew sighed.

“And if I tell you to fuck off?” he asked.

“…Well, then I guess you won’t get to hear about leaving this place, now will you?” Malcom responded.

That immediately caught both siblings’ attention. Never once had he ever talked about letting them out of here. He had tormented them with the promise of food if they behaved, but never with the chance of escape.

“…What do you mean?” Andrew asked, hearing Ashley’s quiet feet quickly approaching behind him and leaning on his back.

“I’m not going to tell you anything until I hear both of you right there behind the door.”

Ashley scoffed, “Really? You couldn’t just tell Andrew? Did you just want to get both of our hopes up at the same time, you bastard?”

A chuckle was heard behind the door.

“There you are…NOW!”

Without warning, their front door was kicked inwards, the door slamming into Andrew and sending him toppling over from the force of it. He made sure not to land with his entire weight on top of Ashley but ended up taking the brunt of the force with his wrists.

Two uniformed men ran into their apartment, revolvers drawn and pointed at them. Wardens Malcom and Dave each were targeting one of the two siblings. Their faces were pale, but there was an undeniable look of disgust on both.

“You two little fucks are going to die today,” Malcom said, finger firmly on the trigger.

“What the fuck are you talking about!?” Andrew roared, keeping Ashley behind him as his heartbeat pounded in his chest.

Ashley’s eyes were wide, eyes darting back and forth between the two wardens. They looked like anyone else on the street but had proven to be some of the most sadistically cruel jailors they could have asked for.

The other one, Dave, spoke, “We’re talking about your neighbor, the one who you killed and ate, you fucking psychos.”

Andrew’s heart sunk to the floor when he heard that. How did they find out so quickly? What the hell? Why hadn’t he and Ashley planned for this?

Malcom focused his attention on Ashley with a leer, gun pointed at her head while Dave pointed his at Andrew. In a quick motion, Andrew was grabbed by Dave and forcefully pulled away from Ashley who started to kick and scream, clawing onto her brother.

“No! Don’t you fucking dare-“ she said, before being quickly cut off with the barrel of Malcom’s gun pressing firmly into her skull.

“Shut it, you whore,” he said.

Ashley trembled, adrenaline firing through her veins as a duality of anger and fear built within her like an inferno. She was stuck. She couldn’t do anything…she couldn’t get to Andrew.

Andrew attempted something similar to his sister, also being greeted with a barrel pressed into his cranium.

Malcom spoke, “Now, cannibal bitch, you’re going to watch your brother die. You’re going to fucking cry and you’re going to deserve every single part of it.”

Ashley stared straight into Andrew’s eyes, terrified. He looked back at her, mind trying to come up with some way to get out of this. Some way to…

Dave jammed the gun into Andrew’s side and fired. A deafening bang made everyone’s ears ring.

Andrew collapsed to the floor, blood splattering from the exit wound.

Ashley screamed as he did so, tear-stricken pink eyes staring up in absolute rage at Dave as her body shook.

Dave smirked, cocking the revolver back once more and pointing it at Andrew’s limp form.

“Cry for me.”

Ashley held back tears, staring in horror at Andrew. A trickle of blood leaked from his side. He wasn’t moving.

“You fuckers deserve everything that’s happening to you,” Malcom said from behind her. “Your parents left you here, and there’s obviously good reason for it. The last thing we’re going to keep are deranged psychopaths like you two here in this operation.”

Dave smirked, “So make this fun for us, and cry. Otherwise, I can make this a lot worse…”

He stepped over Andrew’s form, approaching her with his gun pointed towards her.

“We’ll give you something to cry about,” Malcom whispered to her.

Ashley was frozen in place, mind unable to process what was happening. Her stomach turned over repeatedly in her gut. She couldn’t stop staring at Andrew. She couldn’t stop looking at him. At him, laying on the floor, holding onto the mark in his hand…

Ashley snapped back to the present moment, realizing that Andrew was holding the tree-root mark in his hand. It was glowing blood red. The two wardens had not noticed.

A rumbling from deep below them shook the apartment.

Dave stopped his advance towards her, looking around in confusion as the rumbling noise grew louder and louder. Malcom still had a hold of her but was looking around the same as his partner.

“…Perish.”

Both wardens whipped around and stared at Andrew, who was smirking at them in a pool of his own blood.

“Wha-“

Dave’s exclamation was cut off as an eruption tore apart the floor of the room. Black, scarlet thorn-tipped branches exploded outward from underneath the two men like grenades, piercing their flesh and hoisting them into the air.

Dave was impaled through the rectum and out the side of his neck, blood splattering the floor and ceiling from the force of it. Malcom was wrapped in a vice-like conglomeration of thorned branches that engulfed his torso and all his limbs, grinding and slicing into his flesh all over his body. Blood poured from their lacerations. Unfortunately, both men had dropped their weapons as they screamed in horror and pain from the assault.

Ashley tore herself away from Malcom and rushed to Andrew, helping him up off the floor and wincing at the ugly gunshot wound in his side. The Wardens were screaming in agony.

“Are you okay, Jesus Christ, that looks so bad-“

Andrew cut her off with a fiery kiss, pulling her into his grip and nearly stealing the air from her lungs before letting her go with a sadistic grin on his face. He pointed at the kitchen counter.

“Tear them apart. I want to watch.”

Ashley looked up and saw the meat cleaver embedded into the wooden chopping block.

She gave a bloodthirsty grin.

END OF PART 5




Chapter 6: Part 6
Chapter Text
The Coffin of Andy and Leyley – Eyes and Roots – Part 6

Ashley tore the meat cleaver out of the chopping block with a crazed smile, blood-stained edge gleaming in the artificial light of their apartment. Andrew had been using it to cut up pieces of their neighbor, and now it was going to be used to cut up the two wardens that had unwisely chosen to break into their apartment.

Said wardens, Dave and Malcom, were moaning in pain as they had been hit by thorn-tipped black branches protruding through the floor of the apartment. Dave had been impaled, blood and fecal matter slowly leaking down the branch and pooling onto the floor. Meanwhile, Malcom was locked into rigid place near the wall, body bound from head to toe in razor-sharp thorns that prevented him from moving as any small movement caused further lacerations and blood loss.

Andrew knew the gunshot wound that burned like the sun in his side needed to be patched, or else he was going to bleed out. Dragging himself towards the bathroom, he managed to make it to the doorway before Ashley’s hurried footsteps made it to him. He heard her kick Dave’s revolver away from his feet as she did so, the steel implement sliding across the floor and thudding against the distant wall.

“What do you need? Tell me and I’ll get it,” she said with obvious worry in her voice, crouching down beside him with the cleaver in her hand. Her eyes kept darting from him to the two wardens with hatred in her pink depths.

Andrew hadn’t seen the trail of blood that he had dragged across the living room floor, a thick smear of his red lifeforce being used to paint the wooden floors and slowly, but surely, lead to his demise. He also was not thinking clearly due to said blood loss.

Andrew pointed inside the bathroom, “a few of your tampons…if they can stop your tidal flow, it can stop mine.”

Ashley nodded, somewhat wanting to smack her brother over the head for such a rude joke right now. She dashed into the bathroom, quickly grabbed a few of the requested items, and brought them to him.

Andrew recalled learning in sex ed that tampons were originally designed to fill gunshot wounds that soldiers had sustained in battle. Turns out that super-absorbent materials were also of extreme utility for the fairer sex as well.

Pulling up his black sweater, Andrew winced at the ugly black-blue hole that graced his side. Somehow, the bullet hadn’t hit anything vital. It damn well hurt, however, and he didn’t need to look behind him to know the exit wound looked just as horrible if not worse.

Ashley paled, seeing the bullet wound in all its glory. Her bloodlust was going to wait until this was fixed.

Andrew looked at his wound for a moment, seeing the blood slowly seeping out of it. He looked to his sister and took a deep breath. This next part was going to hurt.

“I’ll need three of them. The first one is going to have to be pushed into the hole and into the center. The other two are going to go in either side of the bullet hole and seal the first one in. That way the entire thing is going to be sealed up.”

Ashley slowly nodded, taking a deep breath of her own.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked.

Andrew winced, reaching out and taking one of the tampons she had collected from her hands. It was a simple-looking thing; the white tampon contained within a plastic sheath. A small plunger on one side could be used to force the tampon out of the sheath and into the wound.

“Shove the tip about an inch in, then press down hard on the plunger. The faster the better. After that, do the same on the exit hole. I’ll finish on this side.”

Ashley gained a look of determination, carefully lining the tampon up with Andrew’s wound as Andrew held his sweater up for her. Andrew was trembling slightly, before telling her to do it.

Ashley quickly pressed the plastic into Andrew’s wound, making him wince and grit his teeth as he exhaled painfully. Hot white flashes of pain erupted from the already burning ache of a wound, which only grew in intensity as Ashley injected the white tampon deep into Andrew’s abdomen.

Andrew blinked tears out of his eyes as he gestured behind him, taking the tampon he had grabbed and getting ready to seal the entrance wound.

“Just…fucking do it,” he hissed.

Ashley clambered around him to his back, gently kissing her brother on the neck before pressing the plastic against his exit wound and injecting the second tampon. It sealed up the wound effectively, material expanding slightly as it absorbed the blood. Andrew did the same from the front, jaw trembling from the pain as his wound was treated.

Andrew all but collapsed, falling backwards and catching himself on his hands. This was never a situation he’d imagined himself being a part of.

“Thank you,” he said earnestly, eyes drifting over to the mutilated, groaning forms of the wardens.

He spotted Dave’s gun laying against the wall near the TV. It was a steel revolver that belonged to an older era and was undoubtedly something that was supplied to the man via unscrupulous means. If they were getting out of here, they were taking it with them.

“Hey,” Ashley said, grabbing Andrew’s chin and making him look at her.

Andrew stared up into Ashley’s expression, unfamiliar with the intense worry that was writ across her face. Smug, malicious, this was neither one of them. This was genuine care and concern for him.

“Are you okay? Do you feel alright?” Ashley asked him, moving to straddle him and cup his face.

Andrew nodded with a smile, “Yeah, I do. I think this will keep me alive until we find some way to get it properly patched up.”

Ashley smiled, eyes tearing up slightly.

“Well then don’t go getting yourself shot up again, okay? I can’t handle it.”

With that, she kissed him properly—not giving him a chance to respond. Her hands wrapped around the back of his head, threading through his thick black hair as the kiss progressed from gentle pecks to a more passionate affair. Ashley’s tongue prodded at his lips and made way to do battle with Andrew’s own, and the two relished the hot, sensational experience between them. It was so wrong to be doing in this situation, but the years of tension were reaching a boiling point, and this was a way to let off the steam.

Despite the pain, Andrew had half a mind to fuck her right here on the blood-stained floor. Ashley wasn’t far behind him in her own thought process.

Dave was far too blinded with pain and misery to realize what the two were doing, but Malcom—wrapped in grotesque thorns as he was—could only watch in sick fascination as the two siblings shamelessly made out in front of him.

“You sick fucks…” he managed to grunt out, immediately regretting it as the thorns seemed to dig tighter into his body of their own volition, like tiny razor blades gliding across his skin and slowly flaying him alive. He shrieked in response, spasms drawing even more blood as his body desperately wanted to move and get out of this terrifying situation. He didn’t understand what was going on, but he regretted not resolving it with two bullets the second he and Dave kicked their way in here.

The two black-haired siblings separated from each other at his outburst; Ashley’s half-lidded, lust-filled pink eyes slowly gaining focus and locking onto him. Andrew leaned forward and whispered something quietly to her, which made her eyes widen in excitement before she licked her lips and kissed him passionately once more. She then quickly separated from Andrew and stood up, bloodstained cleaver dangling loosely from her grip.

Andrew repositioned himself, scooting against the wall and watching Ashley slowly stalk towards the two men. In his pocket, he could feel the heat of the tree’s mark seeping through it. In the distant corners of his mind, he could faintly hear a thought that didn’t feel like his own.

‘…Regain my power…water my roots with blood…consume the flesh of man…’

Andrew sighed. There was a price to pay for this, after all. He supposed it was fair, given the power he was granted.

“Ashley, now’s probably when you should do the sacrifice thing,” Andrew pointed out, remembering what the tree and the lord of eyes had told the both of them.

Ashley nodded and stared into Malcom’s eyes, hatred brewing in her gut as her mind played the scene of him touching her and holding onto her against her will.

“Ever seen what the inside of a guy looks like?” Ashley asked the bleeding Malcom, who dared not respond as any motion seemed to bring him more harm.

Dave groaned in pain as Ashley stepped in front of him and smiled sadistically as she jokingly punched him on the arm.

“Malcom, you’re going to get a front-row seat here. Don’t touch that dial, we’re just getting started!”

She gripped her cleaver and swiftly chopped sideways with all her might into Dave’s side, right where he had shot Andrew.

Dave immediately screamed, thrashing about as blood poured from the wound and down his leg to the black, crimson-thorned branch that had pierced him and kept him aloft. Where the blood touched the black bark, it seemed to partially absorb into the wood itself while the rest pooled beneath him. Blood and shit poured anew from the impalement as Dave shook atop the branch, clutching his side after Ashley tore the cleaver out. He howled with pain.

Andrew smiled, enjoying the show. Serves the bastard right.

Malcom watched in horror as Ashley stuck her hand inside the wound, writhing around for a moment before pulling out her completely blood-soaked hand.

“Ever done finger painting before?” she asked the both of them, ignoring the screaming Dave who was shrieking in agony from Ashley rummaging around in his guts.

Malcom began to thrash again when Ashley approached him with his partner’s blood splattered all over her. The thorns again dug deeper into his flesh, garnering a yell of pain as he ceased his struggle and stared up into Ashley’s crazed expression, thorns gouging troughs into his cheeks just below his eyes.

Ashley grinned and flicked splatters of blood into Malcom’s eyes, watching him jerk backwards on instinct and draw more blood from the deepening lacerations. His eyes burned from the blood, but he couldn’t move or do a single thing about it, lest his wounds grow deeper.

“I really hope you can watch this next part; I promise it’s something you’re never going to see again as long as you live,” she whispered, smearing more blood on Malcom’s eyes.

Andrew watched as Ashley went back to Dave and got to work, plunging her hand into the wound and tracing a circle of blood around the impaled warden. The siblings noticed a black branch slowly growing from the base of the trunk and creeping towards the wound.

“I think she’s thirsty,” Andrew commented, feeling the mark hum contentedly in his pocket as the creeping branch slowly drank more and more blood that seeped from the wound.

“That makes both of us,” Ashley commented, smirking at Andrew as he rolled his eyes with a pleasant grin. Silly girl.

The black branch eventually reached the cleaver wound, greedily filling the space and preventing Ashley from getting more blood.

“Rude,” she commented, taking the cleaver and slamming it into Dave’s shoulder, drawing forward a new spurt of blood that drew the attention of the black branches once more.

Dave almost passed out from the new explosion of pain that racked his body, eyes half-closing as Ashley pressed her palm to the wound and soaked her skin with his blood.

With a few deft strokes of her hand, Ashley traced a star within the center of the blood circle that surrounded Dave, completing a pentagram.

“Now…” she looked at Andrew. “Don’t we need candles? And the speaker from next door?”

Andrew shakily got to his feet, gritting his teeth as his abdomen protested the action.

“Probably. I’ll get the speaker, so you can set up the candl-“

The whole room was plunged into utter darkness as a roar emanated from the center of the room.

The darkness cleared, and a familiar black orb filled with a multitude of red eyes rested in the center of the room. The lord of eyes had returned the mortal plane.

“WhAt dO YoU OfFeR, AsHlEy GrAvEs?” it asked in familiar discordant tone, quite unlike when it had spoken to Andrew in the realm of demons and almost ate his soul like a kid’s meal.

Ashley gulped at the sensation of demonic attention. Within the darkness, she saw more and more eyes staring into her own the longer she stared. An infinite abyss, a place of darkness and void so total that it shouldn’t exist.

Ashley pointed at both wardens. Dave, half-conscious as he was, didn’t react. Malcom almost peed himself in fright as this unknown, horrible thing just appeared in front of him. It inspired the greatest sense of dread he had ever experienced.

“I offer their souls. But first, I want them to suffer a bit more. Will you wait for me?”

The orb’s eyes that were locked completely on Ashley seemed to waver in shape and form a moment before locking back to rigidity.

“…YeS. MaKE iT WoRtH mY TiME.”

The dark orb rapidly grew in size, sweeping over all of the inhabitants of the room and causing a feeling of bitter cold to flash through them. Andrew realized that the lord of eyes had conformed himself to the dimensions of the apartment, as the walls were now stained dark and crawled with innumerable unblinking red eyes that shifted every direction. Malcom was now actively urinating himself as his mind couldn’t make sense of whatever was occurring in front of him.

The demon was watching what unfolded next with every vantage point he could possibly have.

Ashley looked around the room warily before glancing at Andrew. An unspoken word passed between them, as if they both understood that they were in the midst of something far beyond either of them.

“Well…now that we have an audience, what do you recommend Andy? I was planning on cutting Dave open and feeding him his own intestines, but he was the one who shot you. Do you have something in mind?”

Andrew thought about it. One idea came from the darkest corners of his imagination. One truly, horrible fate to befall any man. May God forgive him for what he was to say next, along with…forgiving the whole incest and cannibalism thing.

“Twist his nuts counterclockwise until they pop off.”

Ashley blinked in shock, before smiling sweetly. That sounded like an excellent idea.

Malcom couldn’t help himself from dry heaving as Ashley skipped to Dave and cut a large tear through his pants and underwear, slicing into the skin as she went. Dave weakly winced at the pain but had lost too much blood from his wounds to feel it much.

Dave’s shriveled cock and balls fell out, having been exposed to the sadistic glee of Ashley and the curious eldritch gaze of the lord of eyes. His rectum was currently being exposed to the lord of branches and roots as well, so that made him the unfortunate target of a foursome gone terribly wrong.

“Hmm…” Ashley trailed off, batting at Dave’s junk with her free hand.

It seemed rather pathetic to her.

“My brother’s bigger,” she said dismissively.

Dave barely reacted as Ashley grabbed his balls and began to twist counterclockwise, spinning his sack like a mechanic opening an old steam valve. Dave’s primal fears came roaring to life as a horrid pain began to seethe in his pelvis, signaling the end of his branch of life’s bloodline. Testicles cherry red and rapidly turning dark purple; Dave was the recipient of testicular torsion hither to unseen on this Earth. The pain was biblical. The torsion was total. Ashley spun and spun, grinning as she inflicted horrors that would make gods flinch if they were to witness it.

The lord of eyes was somewhat impressed at her ruthlessness towards this human that had hurt her brother. His eyes widened a bit when Ashley finally pulled the licorice-twisted ballsack straight down and lopped it off with her cleaver.

Dave passed out. Blood poured from his missing testicles, and a new black branch quickly made itself right at home within the gaping wound, plugging it and gorging on the human’s blood like a thirsty root.

Ashley tossed the mutilated testicles in her hand like a child might a baseball, and then forced Dave’s mouth open and shoved them inside.

Malcom puked at the sight, not even caring that the barbs were digging into his flesh at the motion. He decided that enough was enough, and he was going to get out regardless of how much it hurt him in the process.

With a roar, he stood up with all his might and nearly tore away from the thorny black branches that enveloped his body. Ashley whipped around in surprise, watching with Andrew as the warden pulled against the branches with all his might and nearly tore all the flesh from his body.

Countless cuts and lacerations scored his frame, slicing the dermis away like the peel of a potato. Blood poured fresh from the new wounds, quickly being lapped up by the black roots that enveloped him. Ashley took a step back and Andrew a step forward when a few of the branches snapped, letting a mangled arm break out of the bodily prison and reach out desperately for anything that might help him.

His gun was on the floor nearby, having been dropped when the branches had burst forth from the floor and bound him. It was in reach.

The world seemed to stop as both Graves realized their error. Andrew was the first to react, diving across the floor and landing on his stomach as he grabbed Dave’s revolver that had been kicked away. His vision ignited with hot white light as horrible pain exploded from his gunshot wound, but it didn’t stop him from taking up the firearm and whipping it around to point at Malcom.

Malcom had managed to reach his own revolver, hand grabbing it firmly and pointing straight at Ashley who was beginning to move a moment too late.

There was a loud gunshot, making everyone’s ears ring for the second time today.

The omnipresent surface-covering eyes of the demon looked on as Andrew’s smoking gun trembled in the bloodstained air of the apartment, and Malcom’s gun slipped from his bloody grip to the floor.

Malcom had been shot in the chest, right through a lung. The shock of the impact made his grip tighten involuntarily, which caused the slick, blood-coated revolver to slip from his hands and slide away from him.

Malcom made a horrible rasping noise as blood filled his chest, falling to his knees and immediately being immobilized by a new thicket of the tree demon’s branches and roots which enveloped him with supernatural speed and began to drink deeply of his blood.

“That’s enough,” Ashley said, breathing hard. “Lord of Eyes, their souls are yours.”

The walls and surfaces of the living room began to pulse, as if they were breathing. A heavy weight seemed to bore down upon everyone who was still conscious, like they were being submerged deeper and deeper into what was bottomless waters. Andrew stood up with a grunt during this, bracing his body for what he knew would come next.

“…Perish,” the Lord of Eyes’ voice said.

The pressure spiked, and the world was plunged into darkness once more. Unlike their neighbor, there was no sound as their souls were plucked from their bodies. Instead, there was a horrible wet squelch of rending flesh that lasted a long moment before ceasing right before the darkness lifted.

When Andrew and Ashley could see once again, they saw that the lord of eyes had condensed himself back to an orb, swirling with numerous red eyes that looked in all directions. He hung motionless in the center of the room.

The bodies of Dave and Malcom had been completely eviscerated by a nightmarish blend of thorned black branches. What flesh and organs remained were engraved with a lattice of eye-shaped sigils and runes. They had been sacrificed in both mind and body.

“…YoU aRe WoRtHy Of My PoWeR, AsHlEy GrAvEs…TaR sOuL, TaKe My BlEsSiNg.”

The air shuddered, and Andrew gaped as blood from Malcom and Dave’s remains began to gently float upwards and towards Ashley. She stood there; eyes wide as another demonstration of the supernatural was laid before her.

Andrew felt an odd tug, then gasped in pain as his gunshot wound blazed in newfound pain. The blood-soaked tampons that had sealed his gunshot wound were summarily ripped out of him, bringing him to his knees. Through clenched teeth and squinted eyes, he watched in morbid fascination as the three tampons were extracted of all his blood—as if they were squeezed and wrung out like used washcloths.

The wound in his side ignited in an instantaneous flash of scorching heat, making him scream out before realizing that the pain was gone an instant later. Looking down and pulling up his sweater, he saw that the skin had been scorched black and completely sealed up. Testing a few motions, Andrew realized that it didn’t hurt one bit, as if he had never gotten shot.

Ashley watched Andrew, resisting the intense urge to rush over to him and comfort him. She could feel the intense gaze of the lord of eyes focusing on her, along with an alien presence beginning to build within her mind. She watched her brother’s blood drift towards her, intertwining with the blood of the two wardens before the three streams formed a sphere of blood that hovered in front of her.

She winced as an intense pressure built within her nose and burst, causing a flow of fresh blood to come forth and begin drifting towards the bloody orb. She looked at the lord of eyes in bewilderment, receiving a flash of sensations and intentions in her mind. He was helping her brother, apparently, with the sealing of the wound. It was a sort of…apology? She would need to ask Andrew about what that could mean later.

The fusion of hers, and every other human’s blood within the apartment began to condense in upon itself. In a moment, the mass of blood had constricted and refined itself into a small trinket similar to the one Andrew possessed.

It was shaped like a dreamcatcher, except instead of a sprawling tangle of branching roots, it was a spiral that started at the edge and slowly twisted inward. It glowed red and had a tremendously negative aura about it—as if it were cursed. Ashley felt it in her bones; this thing was wrong in the most fundamental sense.

She reached out and grabbed it, tensing herself for a reaction.

The feeling disappeared completely. It was warm to the touch, but aside from that felt much like how Andrew’s mark did.

“…You receive my undivided attention now,’ the lord of eyes said, voice now crisp, clear, and threatening to the ultimate degree. “This is my mark, made of the blood of sacrifice, family, and your own. With it, you will harness my power and receive visions of the future. To save your mortal mind from breaking, I will only show you visions that are most likely to occur and whose information will be of import.”

“…Thank you,” Ashley said, nodding to the orb in the room and clutching the newly-made mark to her chest.

“Remember your purpose. Your union with your brother will be the catalyst for a new age. Leave this place and make a life for yourselves. Master yourselves, master the powers we have bestowed upon you, and sacrifice in our name. Our lent power will be restored with the souls and flesh of humanity.”

Ashley hesitated, then nodded again.

“I assume you will reach out if you need anything from me?” she asked.

“Correct,” the lord said simply.

Ashley paused, then smiled and waved at the eye-laden orb. There was nothing more to be said, and she instinctively understood it. Her mind relayed the sensation of the lord preparing to depart this realm.

The black orb slowly blinked all of its eyes within itself at once, as if it were saying farewell.

Then it vanished from sight in the blink of an eye.

The two Graves immediately leapt towards one another, holding each other in a deep embrace that slowly brought them down to the blood-stained ground. Kneeling on the wooden floor, they wordlessly held onto each other for a while, feeling the rise and fall of each other’s breaths—the inhales and exhales that let each other know that they had survived.

The future was open now. The horrific things they had witnessed and done had set them down a path unknown, but if they had one another, it would be okay.

###

Andrew wordlessly turned on their shower for the last time, ensuring that the water was hot, steamy, and purifying enough to wash the myriad of stains off his and his sister’s bodies.

Ashley awaited behind him, bloodstained clothes shucked off and cast aside to a far corner of the bathroom. Her legs were covered in blood, along with her arms and parts of her face. She was tired. Very, very tired.

Andrew felt the water reach an adequate temperature, holding open the door and guiding Ashley in while holding the small of her back. She silently stepped inside and let the water nearly scald her skin, sighing and feeling the weight of the massacre in their living room wash off her.

Andrew stepped in behind and closed the shower stall door, holding Ashley from behind and feeling the warmth of the water flow down himself and his sister. She leaned into his touch and wrapped her arms around his contentedly.

They waited a while, enjoying the sensation of the shower and each other’s company. They had some packing to do—but would make it quick and leave this place at last.

Before they had jumped in here, Andrew and Ashley had stuck their heads out of the apartment and listened. The entire building was silent. They figured if Malcom and Dave had backup, it would have arrived much earlier when the explosive roots, the gunshots, or any of the other demonic shit had occurred.

Since no one had come, and no commotion was heard, they shut their apartment door and stepped around the gruesome sacrificed remains of the wardens into the bathroom to clean up before they…went somewhere else.

Where would they go?

“Do you have any idea where we should go?” Ashley softly asked, looking backwards up into Andrew’s eyes.

“…I don’t know,” he responded gently, honestly.

“…mm…would you want to find Mom and Dad?” Ashley asked. “Wherever they went?”

Andrew thought about it. Seeing Mom, Dad, living together again under one roof for the first time in months…

“…No. Fuck them,” Andrew said definitively. “They left us here to rot. I don’t care where they went, I don’t want to ever see them again.”

Ashley giggled softly, before turning around and pressing her chest against Andrew’s and wrapping her arms up and around his neck.

“I like the angry side of you…” she trailed off, resting her chin on his sternum and looking up at him.

“Is that why you kept trying to get a rise out of me for, what, literal years?”

Ashley shrugged, smiling.

“I was annoyed that you kept ignoring me. I didn’t want you to keep wasting time with hussies and whores. So, I made you angry, made you irritated, did everything I could to draw your attention towards me until you saw me as something more…and from what it sounds like, I didn’t even need to do that. I just needed to make you be honest with the help of the world’s most foul alcohol to grace mankind.”

Andrew snorted, shaking his head. He felt as if he had played right into her hands; confessing his feelings, and giving her the physical and emotional attention she (and he) had been craving for years. On one hand, he was resentful towards the thought of being controlled like that.

On the other, he really didn’t care. He felt as if he could finally let go of his inhibitions with her; be who he really was with her. Every moment, every experience together, he was finding out just who he really was when the rules he had followed his entire life were disregarded. With Ashley, he felt like a new person.

He felt powerful. He felt confident.

“Guilty as charged,” Andrew admitted, smiling down at her.

Ashley exhaled, closing her eyes.

“I’m glad you see it my way. I’m always right, after all.”

Andrew rolled his eyes, and immediately felt Ashley clawing hard into his back. He winced; apparently, she had seen that.

“You could go for something else other than making me bleed, you know,” Andrew pointed out.

“Why would I do that?” Ashley asked with a bratty tone, hands back in place around his neck. “I don’t want to do something else, so I won’t.”

“You will, because…”

Andrew swiftly grabbed Ashley’s hands and pinned her to the bathroom wall, slamming her roughly against the tile surface.

She wanted to loudly retort, but her words died in her throat as Andrew’s deadly-serious face was mere inches away from hers. Her wrists hurt from the pain of being pinned so tightly.

“…Because I asked nicely, Leyley… I can make things very painful for you if you don’t do what I say, and you know it. Or have you forgotten who gave you the bruises around your neck?”

Ashley felt her pussy twinge at his tone, but she wasn’t going to give in so easily.

“You can act as tough as you want, but the truth is that you will always be my little Andy.”

Andrew felt his temper rising, and he tightened his grip on Ashley’s wrists.

“Watch your m-“

“No, fuck you, I don’t care what you say, you’re not this big tough scary Andrew you’ve been pretending to be, you’re the little scared Andy who never-“

Ashley didn’t even see his hand move.

Her face exploded with pain as she was slapped, hard.

Thrown to the floor, she couldn’t even process what was happening before she was brutally yanked up by her arm so hard that it nearly dislocated out of its socket before being slapped again on the other cheek, driving her again to the floor.

Tears rolled down her face as she looked up in fury at the icy-cold stare of Andrew Graves.

“I’m going to fucking kill-“

Andrew dove and pinned her to the wall by her neck, choking her hard and cutting her off. His other hand plunged inside her pussy, which was absolutely soaked.

“You’re not going to do shit, you little brat,” Andrew softly whispered, choking Ashley and meeting a futile resistance as she tried to pry his hand off her neck.

Andrew curled his fingers upwards and rapidly began to attack Ashley’s G-spot, sending her whole body into a rapidly-building pile of static shocks.

Ashley’s vision tunneled; unable to breathe and being attacked so ferociously, she could feel her pussy practically gushing as Andrew did what he wanted with her.

“You’re mine, Ashley. I will do anything I want to you, and you’re going to accept it. I don’t care how much you bitch or moan, I don’t care if you try to intimidate me, I will make sure you understand exactly who it is that you have given your heart to.”

Ashley’s eyes rolled back, face turning red and purple with tears rolling down her face. The last thing she remembered before her memory cut out was the overwhelming pleasure of cumming on Andrew’s hand.

###

When Ashley came to, she found herself still within the shower, slumped against the wall. She remembered being choked, cumming…then…

She looked up and saw Andrew standing over her, hard cock and heavy balls proudly hanging over her head.

“Who do you belong to?” Andrew asked her.

Ashley’s head was pounding. Her neck hurt, and her wrists were sore. Her naked body was knelt before this man, and she could feel her pussy leaking her juices. She could also feel just how badly her womb was burning and begging to be fucked and filled by him.

There was only one answer she could give.

“…You…I belong to you…” she hoarsely responded, immediately opening her mouth wide and slowly taking in as much of Andrew’s length as she could.

“Damn right you do,” Andrew grunted, grabbing Ashley by her wet hair and guiding her bobbing head up and down along his shaft.

She gave it her all, like a good girl should. She sucked and licked and even gave up breathing once more when Andrew forced his cock down her throat a few times. She massaged his weighty balls, she worshipped his veiny shaft, and wholeheartedly embraced being made to serve Andrew like this.

Ashley didn’t stop until Andrew came hard enough for his toes to curl on the wet floor—hot, thick cum filling her mouth and being swallowed gulp by delicious gulp.

It felt good being put in her place.

###

When the two emerged from the bathroom, the horrible stench of the Wardens assaulted them. The stench of a dead body was nearly impossible to describe, but godforsaken was a good start.

Leading Ashley to the bedroom over their remains, Andrew gave her a long passionate kiss that made butterflies dance in her stomach. Separating, Andrew cupped her face and saw the slight welting that graced her cheeks with the hideous amalgamation of bruises that spanned the breadth of her neck. She leaned into his touch and kissed his palm gently.

If this is what it took to remind her just who was in charge, then he was willing to oblige. It put her in a rather docile mood from what he had experienced so far.

‘Don’t make me wait too long,’ he heard her past voice say in his head.

Oh, he was nearly at the breaking point. But not yet. Not here.

“We’re going to take their guns, their wallets, their keys, and anything else we can find before we go,” Andrew said, kissing Ashley’s forehead and feeling her return the gesture with tiny pecks along his neck and jawline.

###

Carefully digging through the tenderized remains of the Wardens, Ashley found a car key on Malcom and Andrew found a set of numbered keys on Dave. The numbers lined up with room numbers that Andrew recalled seeing on the different floors of the building, which meant that these were likely keys to the locks on the outside of everyone’s doors.

“Looks like I found our ticket out of here,” Ashley said with a grin, holding up the set of car keys.

“And I found the real ticket out of here,” Andrew responded, holding up his numbered keys.

Ashley pouted. Andrew laughed and gave a good-natured smile.

“You found the keys, so do you want to drive whatever piece of shit this guy has and get the hell out of the city?”

Ashley winced.

“As much as I would love to, I can’t drive, remember? Or were you too busy at college?”

Andrew tilted his head, curious if Ashley hadn’t remembered her lesson. The thought of reminding her of it again made him excited.

Ashley seemed to see the message written across his face, quickly rephrasing what she said.

“I-I mean, I didn’t ever get around to it. But to be fair, I would have done it if I knew we were going to be in this sort of situation.”

Andrew nodded, smiling again. He was training her well. She would undoubtedly act up again, possibly for the rest of her life since she seemed to enjoy his treatment, but in the meantime, it kept her manners halfway decent. That was enough.

“I’ll drive,” he said. “Check and see if he had any money on him and Dave over here. I’ll get together a few bags of our clothes, is there anything in particular you want me to pack?”

“Remember to grab my nice bra,” Ashley quickly said. “It’s got white-polka dots. You can’t miss it.”

Andrew nodded and got up, walking to Ashley and crouching down to give her a quick peck on her slightly bruised cheek. She blushed, quickly turning and catching his lips in a short kiss before he parted and went into the bedroom to begin packing.

Ashley felt her cheek burn from Andrew’s kiss; the slightly split skin from his slaps protesting much touching. Oh well. It was just a little reminder of him, and how much he loved her in some darkly fucked up way. The thought of being dominated and being forced into anything he wanted to do with her was so fucking hot.

During her corpse-searching, Ashley found a few rubber-banded wads of bills (she had no idea where they were from or what they were for), and a multitude of gift cards to many different locations all around the country. Malcom was either a hoarder of the pieces of thin plastic, or his relatives really didn’t get him any personal gifts for his birthday or the holidays.

Washing her bloodied hands in the sink, Ashley saw Andrew emerge from the bedroom with two duffle bags slung over his shoulders. He bent down as he went and picked up the two revolvers, pocketing them in one of the bags and then moving past Ashley into their parents’ room.

Ashley heard nothing, then saw Andrew return with a photo album-sized lump in his bag.

“I’m bringing the vodka and the photos. Have everything you need?” Andrew asked.

Ashley smiled and held up the decent amount of money.

“We got plenty. Have your tree’s mark?”

Andrew didn’t even need to check his pocket to know it was there.

“Always do. And you? New servant of the lord of eyes, do you have yours?”

Ashley rolled her eyes at her brother’s bombastic prose. She could feel the spiral-shaped mark within her pocket.

“Of course, I’m not going to lose it.”

Andrew gestured, “Then let’s go. Say goodbye to our old home and prison, we’re never coming back here again.”

As he opened the front door and stepped into the silent hallway, Ashley took one last look at the place she grew up in. It probably would have been harder to say goodbye had she not been imprisoned within it for so long.

Images of fire. Fire covers their tracks. Without it, they are hunted.

Impulsively, as if possessed, she went to the stove and turned on all of the burners, letting gas leak out. Within her mind, she somehow knew this was the right choice. Red eyes gazed approvingly from a dark place, making her shiver.

Leaving the stove, she joined her brother in the hall.

###

They took the stairs down, all the way down to the first floor. There was no barricade, no security guards, just silence and the sounds of Andrew and Ashley’s footfalls.

They made it to the first floor, seeing nothing except locked up apartment doors and wide double doors at the end of the hall that led to their freedom.

“Think we should let anyone out?” Andrew asked Ashley, walking down the hallway with her.

“We don’t need the hassle,” she quickly said. “Plus, that would leave witnesses. We need to just…disappear. Make new lives, like the demons said.”

“Hm…new lives…” Andrew trailed off, reaching the double doors and pausing. This was it.

“Stop being dramatic, nerd,” Ashley sarcastically said, pushing forward and opening the double doors wide to the outside world.

Andrew sighed, stepping out behind her and looking all around him as the sounds of the city hit him along with cool, brisk air. The parking lot was right in front of them; the most beautiful sight he’d seen in his life.

Ashley held up the car key in her possession and pressed the unlock button, garnering a little ‘beep-beep’ from a distant car. Quickly walking to it, but not so fast as to look suspicious, Andrew and Ashley found a cute little four-door sedan awaiting them.

“Shotgun!” Ashley said enthusiastically, opening the passenger side door and jumping in.

Andrew opened the driver’s side in tandem and hopped in, shutting the door and immediately noticing the clean laundry smell that was present within the interior.

“Not the smell I would expect from someone like him,” Andrew commented, shifting in the leather seats.

“Better than old cum socks,” Ashley pointed out.

“I suppose so,” Andrew said with a grin.

Inserting the key into the ignition and turning it over, the engine roared to life. They had a full tank of gas, and nothing was going to stop them.

“Where to?” Ashley asked, leaning back and giving her brother a nice view of her frame.

Andrew ran a hand up her leg, making her shiver.

“Let’s see where the road takes us.”

END OF PART 6




Chapter 7: Part 7
Chapter Text
The Coffin of Andy and Leyley - Eyes and Roots – Part 7

“I can’t believe those two got together,” Nia, a brown-eyed brunette said, filing her nails and hopefully getting them to gleam like the nail salon did.

“I know! Who would’ve thought that they secretly had the hots for each other the entire time?” Vera, Nia’s friend, and catty red-haired coworker, said with a grin. “And such a scandal…he has a family down south, you know? Left his bitch of a wife and kid for that slut.”

The two girls were the only employees on shift today at Lucky’s Smoothie Shop, a local favorite in their town of Portus, which was situated inland along one of the many branching forks of an ocean-connected fjord, and hemmed in on all sides by steep, forested mountains and hills. What little snow had survived on the mountain peaks was growing once more, as autumn began to lazily cast itself over the land.

It was early morning. Early enough that only a few customers had stopped by before headed off to work with plastic cups full of protein, sugar, and a hint of toxic byproducts. In-between blending up a myriad of ingredients sure to send anyone’s digestive track a curveball signed with a giant ‘fuck you’, cleaning already-sterile table tops and chairs, and doing literally anything to appear busy, both Nia and Vera spent their time gossiping.

It was the established way of things. Aside from when tourists came to go boating, camping, and sightseeing in the summer, very little changed here in Portus; and so, any bit of gossip was worth the full investment of time and energy to learn the ins and outs of.

“She’s probably going to get knocked up sometime soon…” Nia trailed off, furrowing her brow at her inability to get her nails to shine the way she wanted.

“Why’s that?” Vera asked slyly.

“Mm…because if we know anything about Jacob, it’s that he likes things raw,” Nia said with a wink.

“Good one!” Vera said, laughing. “Though, to be honest, if he gets that girl pregnant his world is going to go even more to shit. Why would he want to start another family when his wife is probably going to scalp him for child support?”

A car pulled into the parking lot across the street from their smoothie shop, a white four-door sedan that neither one of the girls had seen before.

Nia paid the car no mind.

“Because even though Jacob may run his own business here, he’s the type of man to think with his dick rather than his head,” she said.

Vera clicked her tongue, shaking her head in disappointment.

“Helmi is going to regret her life decisions when she ends up with the baby of a guy who is almost ten years older than her…although, he is kind of hot,” Nia conceded.

“Nia!” Vera said, appalled. “I mean, you’re not wrong, but seriously!”

“Hehe, oh well. Maybe some sugar daddy will blow through here and take me away,” Nia said wistfully.

Vera looked away from Nia, spotting two people approaching the shop.

“Fuckin customers, not from here either,” Vera said through her teeth while barely moving her lips.

“I’ll take them,” Nia said with a sigh, putting on her practiced customer service smile.

A tired-looking duo entered the store. Both of raven hair; one was a tall, green-eyed guy with slightly unkempt hair that couldn’t have been more than just his early twenties. Right behind him was a vibrant-pink-eyed girl who looked just out of high school, with her hair tied up in a ponytail, a chest that seemed a tad too large for her thin frame, and short shorts that showed off her bare legs.

The guy was kinda cute, in the broody, book-reading poem-writing kind of way. Also, were those bruises underneath the girl’s choker? Kinky.

“Hello!” Nia said with sickly-sweet cheer. “What can I get for you two?”

The guy looked at her for a moment, emerald greens staring into her own.

“Thank you,” he said softly, before peering up at the menu.

The girl beside him leaned up and whispered in his ear, eyeing up the menu as well.

Nia could have sworn she saw the girl shoot her a death glare for a split second, but it could have been her mind playing tricks on her. Speaking of which, these two looked rather thin. Nia knew that it was in fashion to be skin and bones these days in the beauty world, but they looked a little on the gaunt side.

“What brings you two here to Portus?” Nia asked, drawing their gazes.

“Just…on a drive,” the guy said, looking up at the menu. “Looking for a place to stay for a while.”

“What’s the story there?” Nia asked, interested and leaning forwards toward him on the shop counter.

“I think we needed a change of scenery. We both got tired of living in the city.”

“The city, huh?” Vera commented from the side, now invested in this conversation.

The pink-eyed girl, presumably his girlfriend, seemed rather annoyed by them. Her eyes narrowed and darted back and forth between each of them and reached out to clasp his hand in hers.

Bitch, it wasn’t their fault that her dark and handsome boyfriend was from the big city and was apparently looking for a place to stay for a little while.

“What’s your name?” Nia asked.

“His name is Mark,” the girl beside him said with an edge to her voice.

Nia blinked, seeing a barely concealed ocean of anger bubbling under the pale, busty girl’s stoic mask.

“And you are-“

“Sarah,” she said quickly. “His girlfriend.”

Vera turned away, pretending to fix something that didn’t exist.

‘God, what a cunt,’ she thought to herself.

Nia and her would need to psychoanalyze the hell out of these two the second they left. What a trainwreck this duo probably was.

“…Uh huh. Good to meet you both. Anyways, did you spot anything that you’d like?” Nia asked, voice just barely beginning to lose its sickly-sweet charm.

Sarah leaned up and whispered in Mark’s ear, who nodded.

“Let’s get two large peanut butter brownie hernias; one with caramel and the other with an extra protein scoop,” Mark said, looking at Nia.

Nia smiled, entering their order into the register.

“What kind of protein scoop would you like for your extra?” Nia asked, spotting Sarah clamping down on her boyfriend’s hand so tightly it looked like it was losing circulation.

“Er…what kinds do you have?” Mark asked, running his free hand through his messy black hair and looking back up at the menu.

“Well, in no particular order, we have beef, pork, chicken, lamb, fish, whale, clam, cricket, cockroach, peanut, and dubious remains. Any of those sound good?”

“Well, what do you recommend?” Mark asked her.

“Dubious remains always had a good flavor to it,” Nia admitted, shrugging.

“What makes it dubious?” he asked.

“We don’t really know where it comes from,” Vera chimed in. “Our supplier won’t tell us.”

“Huh. Okay, fine, let’s go for the dubious remains.”

Nia and Vera immediately jumped into action, pulling out two metal cups and piling ingredients inside of them with practiced ease. Scoops of sweet-looking things, salty knick-knacks, and dubious remains were mixed together in loud blenders that pulverized the materials with the medium of whole milk and hipster vibes.

After a minute of this dance, their beverages were ready to serve in tall plastic cups, large straws poking out of the tops.

“Your total is…”

Mark paid it with cash, collecting the spare change and putting it in his pocket.

“Thank you,” he said, turning to leave with both drinks in hand.

“Hey, wait a sec guys,” Vera said, making both of the black-haired youths turn towards her.

“If you’re looking for a place to stay here in Portus, hit up the art shop a little ways down the road. The owner usually rents out the basement to tourists for the summer, but the fall and winter seasons are pretty slow. She might rent it to you guys if you go and introduce yourselves.”

Sarah’s eye twitched. Mark appeared thoughtful.

“We’ll go check it out. Thanks for the tip,” he said with another smile, waving goodbye to both Nia and Vera before walking out of the store, drink in hand, with his girlfriend Sarah tailing close behind him.

She didn’t look back as the door shut behind her.

Nia let her smiling façade drop, letting out a huge sigh.

“God, what a raging cunt of a girlfriend he has,” she said aloud.

“I know! I’m glad I wasn’t the only one who thought so,” Vera agreed with a laugh.

“Her man’s hot too. What do you think he’s like?” Nia asked.

Vera grinned, “I think he’d be the worst thing to ever happen to you. Did you see how he had unspoken control over that bitch even though she looked like she wanted to strangle us? He might be soft-spoken, but I bet that’s completely different behind closed doors.”

Nia nodded, gaining a grin of her own.

“Well, let’s hope they stick around for a little while. Things might finally get interesting for once.”

###

Linn, a tall, middle-aged woman with slightly greying blonde hair and spectacles, took her time dusting off the glass display shelf that ran the length of her shop.

It was the beginning of the slow season, and all the money she’d made by selling glass trinkets and hand-made paintings of the surrounding fjord was going to be what sustained her for the many months that Portus would be relatively unventured by tourists. It wasn’t ideal, and she had to watch her spending during said time, but the peace and quiet that came with it was something she wouldn’t trade for the world.

A TV playing softly in the background relayed the national news as she worked on her wares. A news reporter was talking about a dreadful story that involved one of those notorious quarantined apartment buildings, a concept that she had very mixed feelings about. On one hand it was a matter of public safety to prevent lethal diseases from spreading, but on the other it was all but confirmed by anyone who had seen the buildings that the people kept inside were prisoners in their own homes.

‘As you can see behind me, the apartment building that housed numerous parasite quarantine patients went up in an inferno late last night, burning the entire structure to the ground in a matter of minutes. Officials blame this horrifying incident on a gas leak within the apartment, which was likely due to the building being behind on maintenance. While viewers at home are likely saddened at the absolute tragedy of losing a concrete box such as this one, they can rest easy knowing that another building will be built in its place.’

‘Has there been any word on the number of people who died in the fire?’ a voice asked the reporter.

‘All of them. They were incinerated while being conscious for each agonizing second. However, let’s not let that distract us from the pain that so many are going through because of the loss of this historical cookie-cutter apartment building, which was designed by a true brutalist architectural genius-‘

Linn shut off the TV with her remote, sighing.

Something about living in the city turned everyone into assholes. She knew as well, considering she’d lived there for her whole life before having enough of it and moving way out here when she was younger.

A car pulled up in front of her shop, one that she hadn’t seen before. Two individuals, a young man and even younger woman got out, approached, and swiftly walked through her front door.

Customers at this time of year were always a welcome sight.

“Welcome in!” Linn said with a smile. “Let me know if I can help you two find anything.”

The two looked around at her shop for a moment before approaching her. The man spoke.

“Hello ma’am, my name is Mark, this is Sarah. We were told that you might have a room available to rent?”

Linn paused, sizing these two up in a split second.

They were too thin to be healthy, but their skin and their demeanor didn’t have the sickly telltale signs of drug use. They were obviously a couple, and even had quite similar fashion and even physical appearance to each other. Their car was halfway decent, with no obvious dings or signs of mistreatment.

The girl, however, had two small barely perceptible welts on her cheeks, and her neck—despite being concealed by a black choker—obviously had a thick band of bruising underneath it. Whether it was from her boyfriend or someone else was impossible to tell.

“How long were you planning on staying?” Linn asked.

“A month or two,” Mark said. “Maybe longer. We’re looking for jobs, so we’d have to move on if we can’t find anything here.”

Linn pursed her lips, thinking.

These two gave her vibes of highly dysfunctional young adults who didn’t know where or what their place was in the world. That being said, the fact that he was immediately talking about getting jobs was a good sign of responsibility that she didn’t see often in a lot of kids their age.

“…Okay. I’ll rent out the basement to you two for three hundred a month—but in exchange, you have to talk to Jacob next door at the butchery. He’s the head butcher and has been needing an apprentice to help him out. One of you would be perfect for it, and besides—I owe him a favor.”

Mark nodded, “Yes ma’am. Thank you…ah, what’s your name?”

Linn gave a tired smile.

“Call me Linn. I live upstairs. The main floor is my shop, and there’s a kitchen in the very back that we can both share. Come on, I’ll show you two around.”

Linn noticed that Sarah all but wrapped herself around Mark’s arm as she led them through her shop, pink eyes revealing a deep distrust of nearly everything around her. Poor girl obviously had issues. Mark took it in stride and leaned into her, seeming to be a bit protective of her.

Well, she didn’t seem to be abused by him at least.

“Linn, one more thing,” Mark said, making everyone stop.

Linn looked back, raising her eyebrows in a question. Mark reached into his pocket and pulled out a wallet, handing three hundred to her.

“Are you okay being paid only in cash?”

“…”

Linn knew that these two had something deeper running underneath them. She took the first month’s payment from him.

“That’s fine Mark. Sometimes, the government doesn’t need to track my every move.”

Mark laughed. Sarah’s expression darkened a tad.

###

True to Sarah’s word, there was a small kitchen behind a locked door at the back of the shop, fully equipped with anything the two would need to cook meals. A stairwell with a door that led to the upstairs apartment also had a door that led to the basement, which Linn led the two down into.

Mark and Sarah obviously felt the temperature difference between the first floor and the basement, as they shivered going down the old wooden stairwell.

Flicking on the lights at the bottom of the stairwell, she stepped aside and presented her basement apartment to the two youngsters.

It was quite spacious, with space for a large bed, an old broken-in couch that was a faded navy blue color—quite rare considering most fabrics were monochrome these days, a TV, and a small bathroom that was connected to the side. The floor consisted of dark wood that creaked when any of them stepped on it, and small rectangular windows skirted the tops of the walls which were made of old, slightly-misshapen brick. Cardboard boxes were piled up in one of the corners, labelled as various clothes and materials for the store.

“I’ve been renting this place out to people for years. I deep clean the whole apartment after anyone stays; you can check it out for yourselves if you don’t believe me.”

“No, it’s wonderful,” Mark said, green eyes satisfied as he looked over the room with a wide smile. “It feels like home.”

Sarah seemed to be of similar thought, speaking up for the first time.

“…It’s nice,” she quietly said.

Linn held up the money Mark had given her, looking over her spectacles at him with an amused smile.

“Last chance to change your mind then. Otherwise, I’m keeping this and you’re getting some keys for the shop.”

Mark nodded.

“We’ll take it.”

With that, Linn gave them a set of keys to get into the shop and their apartment. She informed them that they could park in the street behind her shop, and that despite crime not being a big concern in the town—her shop still had cameras on the main floor.

Linn hinted that they might need to wait to show each other any affection until they reached their apartment, otherwise it would be caught on camera for all time.

With that, she left the two and went back upstairs. It seemed that her quiet period would be slightly different this year.

###

“Excuse me sir, are you Jacob?”

Jacob, a muscular and bearded man looked up from his desk in surprise, not hearing anyone come through his door.

“Depends on who’s asking,” he said curtly.

“Er…I was told by Linn that you might have a job available.”

Jacob turned and faced the newcomer, seeing a thin, raven-haired young man who couldn’t have been in his mid-20s yet with tired bags under his eyes. He looked…pretty worn out.

“What’s your name, son?”

He opened his mouth and hesitated for a split second before answering.

“Mark, sir.”

Jacob filed that moment of hesitation away for later.

“Well, Mark, what are you doing here in Portus? Why would you want to work here?”

Mark gave a pained smile.

“Me and my girlfriend Sarah decided to leave the city and live somewhere else for a while. We drove until we hit Portus…and we ended up renting a place from Linn. She was kind enough to give us a place to live for a while.”

Jacob nodded, seeing that this boy’s story was obviously complex. Whether he was a runaway or a rebel, he seemed well enough. A criminal likely wouldn’t be trying to rent a place or get a job, and Jacob had known Linn long enough that he trusted her judge of character. Plus, he needed a helping hand right now.

“Okay Mark. As you can probably tell, I run a butchery,” Jacob said, gesturing across the room as the dizzying array of blades mounted on the wall, machinery on the countertops, and meats on display for anyone walking into the store.

Mark nodded, eyeing up the cleavers mounted on the wall.

“Do you have any familiarity with working with meat or carcasses?” Jacob asked, seeing that the young man’s gaze was locked onto the blades.

“…Yeah, a little bit. I’ve…skinned a few things.”

“Like what?” Jacob asked, curious.

Mark looked at him with an alien expression, eyes losing a bit of the light within them as if he was recalling a horrible memory.

“Oh, you know. This and that. Stuff bought from the store that I had to prepare for me and Sarah.”

Jacob didn’t like that expression on his face. He figured there was something traumatic there. In what capacity, who knows. Either way, it wasn’t like Jacob had many options. He needed another hand to help him get through more business, so that he could help pay for his recent…choices.

Jacob glanced at the small framed photo of Helmi that rested on his desk. She was beautiful. She loved him. He loved her.

He hoped his baby girl would forgive him one day. He just couldn’t do it anymore.

“You start tomorrow then,” Jacob said, tearing his eyes away from the photo to Mark. “Get here at six, and don’t be late. I expect you to perform.”

Mark nodded resolutely.

“Jacob, sir, one small thing,” Mark said with a grimace.

Jacob cocked an eyebrow.

“Can you pay me in cash? I don’t care if its less than normal, I just don’t have a bank account.”

“Why don’t you get one?” Jacob asked.

“I…Well, it’s complicated. I don’t…”

He appeared to think quickly.

“I don’t trust the government. At all. It’s a problem.”

Jacob slowly nodded; eyes cast downward in thought.

“…I…completely understand. No one in this town trusts those pigs.”

Jacob looked up at Mark with a crooked smile.

“You found yourself in good company, boy. I think you might have stumbled exactly where you needed to be, as it is never a problem to distrust the government.”

###

Linn continued her cleaning, not looking at Sarah who was bringing the last of what little the two apparently had to their names into the shop and down the stairs. Since Mark had left to visit Jacob, the girl hadn’t said a word to her. The air was tense, and Linn could tell that Sarah wasn’t sure what to do when her boyfriend wasn’t there with her.

Sarah went down the stairs with a duffle bag, a heavy thing that weighed her down considerably and made her take the steps carefully.

“Do you need help?” Linn asked, loud enough for the girl to hear her.

“…No, I’m fine,” she responded, voice a little short.

Linn sighed. Kids these days were awkward sometimes. Maybe they’d always been?

“How long have you and your boyfriend been together?” Linn asked, moving to a different part of the displays, and dusting absentmindedly.

“…A long time,” she replied. “Why?”

“Just curious. You two seem like a good fit,” Linn pointed out, starting to feel her social fabric fraying a bit. This girl was making it very difficult to talk to her.

There was silence for a long moment before Linn heard steps coming back up the stairs.

Sarah’s pale form emerged from the stairwell; pink eyes intensely focused on Linn.

“Why do you say that?” she asked, voice less hostile but still a tad unfriendly.

Linn looked at her.

“Well, you’re crazy about him, right?”

Sarah looked away, blushing somewhat. Aha, there we go. She was showing some humanity now.

“…Yeah,” she said simply. “I am.”

“So, talk about him. Tell me about the man you’re so in love with.”

Sarah’s cheeks smoldered red. It seemed she really wasn’t good with talking to strangers. And, perhaps, Linn had overstepped her boundaries.

“You know, you don’t have to talk about him if you don’t want to. I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

Sarah looked back up at her with a different expression than what Linn had seen before. It was something bordering on joy, albeit suppressed.

“No, no. It’s alright. I just am…ugh, protective, I guess. Protective of him. I don’t trust all these whores and sluts that he inevitably finds himself surrounded by, so it’s hard to talk about him when I want him all to myself…it probably doesn’t make much sense.”

‘That’s some damaged thinking right there,’ Linn thought, but didn’t voice aloud.

“You care about him to the point that you’re afraid if you talk about him with other women, they’ll want him too?”

Sarah’s eyes widened. Yep. That was it.

“There’s nothing wrong with that, you know,” Linn pointed out. “Sometimes you have to be protective of your man. Just don’t let that get in the way of things.”

Sarah looked at Linn for a second, before nodding and looking at some of the glass miniatures that were on display.

They stood together in silence for a small while, before Sarah spoke up again.

“He’s been there for me when no one else was. He stuck with me even when I annoyed him to no end. He was my first for…a lot of things. He saved my life. There are a million reasons why I love him, and one day I…want to have a family with him. There’s no one else I could imagine my life with.”

Linn smiled. Sarah was very genuine in her love for her boyfriend.

“Does Mark want the same thing?” Linn asked.

Sarah smiled, “He’s told me that he does. I have to take him on his word and his actions that he’s telling the truth. I believe him when he says he loves me, and that he would do anything for me—I guess he would have to take me at my word, too.”

Linn took a deep breath. That really hit home for her. It reminded her of a life she’d lived many years ago. Some boy that broke her heart back in school.

“Our word is all we really have, isn’t it?” Linn remarked, mostly to herself.

The two women were silent once more. A truck rumbled past the front window, making some of the glass pieces rattle on the shelves. Linn stared at them for a moment.

“…Do you want a job?” Linn asked Sarah, looking at her with a glint in her eyes.

Sarah looked at her warily.

“Like what?”

Linn gestured at the pieces in her store.

“I make all these pieces myself. The artwork on the walls? I paint them. I don’t sell very much during the fall and winter, since we lose a lot of tourists…but there might be a way around it.”

Sarah raised an eyebrow.

“There’s a town you passed through on the way here. It’s about an hour away on a bike, but they’d be perfect to sell my art to. I’ve always had to stay here to manage the store, but if you wanted to, you could sell what I make to people out there. And I’d let you keep half of whatever you sell. Interested?”

Sarah lowered her head, staring at the floor in thought. Her eyes darted to and fro across the floorboards. Sarah patiently waited, watching the young girl process and decide.

“Okay. I’ll do it,” she said, looking up with determination.

Linn smiled, readjusting her spectacles.

“Then you start tomorrow. I’ll give you the rundown of how to do it.”

###

Andrew shut the door to their new basement apartment, letting out a long breath. Descending the slightly creaky stairs into the cold air of the subterranean level, he rounded the corner and saw that Ashley was already down here, struggling to get a fire going in the old brick fireplace.

“It went good at Jacob’s,” he said, making Ashley turn her head back towards him.

A bead of sweat was dripping from her forehead. She’d been trying hard to get a fire going down here, to no avail.

“I’m not sure I like it here,” she said, turning back to the firewood.

Andrew blinked, slightly stunned.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“There’s…it’s just not comfortable for me.”

“Ashley,” he said quietly. “This is the perfect situation for us. No one knows who we are, and we’re so far away from home that I couldn’t even tell you how to get back. What’s the problem here?”

Ashley scowled, narrowing her pink eyes at him.

“There’s too many whores and bimbos that want your attention, asshole,” she hissed at him.

Andrew’s mouth fell open. The absolute nerve of this girl.

“What the fuck are you talking about? We just got here! How did you get that impression?”

Ashley stood up from her futile attempts at a fire and walked over in front of her brother.

“Every goddamn floozie in this town has looked at you like they want to fuck you, genius! Those sluts at the smoothie shop? I could see them practically drooling when they were talking to you! Linn upstairs? I know that if she spent enough time around you, she’d be the same way! I don’t want to stay in a place where I have to worry about that!”

Andrew snarled, “You’re completely out of your mind, I am NOT some fucking sex symbol that people are losing their minds over! I don’t care what you think otherwise, this is the perfect place for us. I am not going to let your fears and insecurities ruin this.”

Ashley’s face gained an ugly look of anger.

“You have no fucking idea what you do to other people, fuckface. Don’t tell me I’m out of my mind, don’t tell me I’m going to ruin your ‘perfect’ little plan when it’s the farthest thing from perfect you could get. Did you forget that there’s a stolen car parked outside? What happens when someone pulls us over eventually? What happens when someone digs too deep? For fuck’s sake, we just drove off like nothing was going to happen to us afterwards!”

She got right in his face and poked him hard in the chest.

“This is your mess. Fix it, and listen to my advice, bitch. We need to leave and go somewhere else.”

Andrew’s face went bone-chillingly cold as he leaned in close to her.

“We’re not going anywhere. Apologize to me. Otherwise, I will make you,” he said softly, blood boiling over in his veins.

Ashley grit her teeth, bracing herself for what she knew was coming next. This wasn’t the right way to resolve things, yet she didn’t deviate from her path. Neither of them did.

“Fuck. You.”

Andrew punched her so hard in the gut that she went down like a sack of potatoes, all of the air forced from her lungs. She shakily clawed at the cool wooden floor, trying to breathe with all her might and utterly failing as her chest burned from the lack of oxygen. Finally, her diaphragm relented and inhaled, letting her gasp for air with shuddering breaths. It hurt so much.

She cried out when her head was forcefully yanked upwards by the hair, forcing her to look up at Andrew who stared coolly down at her.

“Try that again. Say you’re sorry, and this will be over.”

She grinned; eyes completely misted up with tears as a bit of spit trailed from her mouth.

“What’s wrong, bitch? Afraid of hurting me? You think a little punch like that is going to do anything to me?”

She shot out her arms up and underneath his black sweater, digging her nails deep into his skin as hard as she could. She could feel one of her nails dig through a rough, crusty patch of skin, likely where he’d been shot.

Andrew cried out, feeling like his entire abdomen was being shredded apart. He quickly pulled back from her, pulling up his shirt and wincing at the myriad of red, bleeding trails that Ashley carved down through his abdominals and his obliques. They stung and hurt like hell.

He looked at Ashley, who stared back at him with a smug look on her face. She was clutching her stomach where he’d hit her.

“We’re staying,” he said. “That’s final.”

“No. It’s not,” she shot back.

“Then leave,” he said, pointing at the stairwell behind him. “Take the car and leave.”

Ashley’s face fell somewhat. She hadn’t expected that.

“…No,” she said, voice wavering.

“Why not?” Andrew asked. “If staying here is such a bad idea, then leave.”

Ashley had completely lost her smug look at this point.

“…I…I can’t leave you here alone.”

Andrew sighed, dragging his hand down over his face. This was exasperating.

“…I’m not going to leave you over some girl,” he said. “They’re not a concern. Why would you be remotely worried about that when we’ve gone through so much together? Why would I leave you over someone who doesn’t mean anything like you do to me?”

Ashley’s cheeks gained a small tinge of red, and she looked away.

“I need you to prove it to me,” she said.

Andrew crouched down to her level.

“In what way?”

Ashley looked back at him.

“I need you to stop making me wait. I need you to make me your woman. I need you to mark every inch of me. I need you.”

Andrew felt his throat go dry at the thought. He’d made her wait, that much was sure. He’d been enjoying what they’d had, finally embracing the relationship that they’d accepted between them.

But the time for waiting was over. She was right.

Andrew needed to make Ashley his own.

He crawled across the floor and sat down in front of her. He gently cupped her cheek, and she leaned into him, closing her eyes in contentment.

Andrew then pulled Ashley into a hug that she returned in earnest.

They held onto one another and enjoyed the sensation of being so close. Andrew felt so strong, so commanding to Ashley. She felt so soft, so vulnerable, so right to Andrew.

“…Did you figure out a job?” he quietly asked.

“…Linn gave me a job. I start tomorrow morning…” Ashley quietly responded.

“…Good. Get ready for a long day, since you’re not going to sleep tonight,” Andrew said with finality.

Ashley’s eyes went wide, and her breathing hitched. Her heart began to pound in her chest.

“Seriously…you punch me like that and now you’re telling me exactly what I want to hear. This is why I told you that you have no idea what you do to other people,” she said, laughing.

“You really deserved it though,” Andrew said with a smile, tightening the hug.

“So did you,” she quietly responded, enjoying the feeling of being enveloped as she was.

They sat there a moment longer before separating.

Andrew held her by the shoulders, “After tonight, I never want to hear you say anything to me about being stolen by another woman. I won’t have it.”

Ashley smirked, “Big words. I’m going to need you to make me understand.”

Andrew leaned in and kissed her softly on her perfect, soft lips.

“You won’t question it again after I’m done with you,” he growled.

Ashley stomach quivered, and she attacked Andrew’s lips in response.

###

Deep in the dark woods that overlooked the fjord, a man pulled his SUV into a small overlook that gave a perfect view of the town below. Idyllic and peaceful, this would have been the perfect place for a weekend getaway.

Stepping out, pulling his hood up over his head and lighting up a cigarette, the man stared across the distance blanketed by night and enjoyed his moment of solitude. The small ember on the end of the cigarette burned like a lantern in the darkness.

Fishing a small list out of his pocket, he looked at the names circled at the bottom—white paper illuminated by the crescent moon.

‘Andrew Graves’

‘Ashley Graves’

His employer had relied on him to find and silence loose ends in the trafficking operation. Normally these two would have been impossible to find, haven driven so far away like they had. However…

Putting the list back in his pocket, he pulled out something else that pulsed in time with his heartbeat.

A red dreamcatcher, filled with countless bloody flower petals. He could hear the innumerable whispers of petals and blossoms, tiny stems of color all over the world speaking to each other and speaking to him.

Telling him exactly where his targets were. Crying for their flesh and blood.

END OF PART 7

(Disclaimer: Next chapter is going to be one large sex scene.)




Chapter 8: Part 8
Chapter Text
The Coffin of Andy and Leyley – Eyes and Roots – Part 8

Andrew had managed to get a small fire going within the brick fireplace, adjusting what Ashley had tried and failed to previously set up. The cool, still air of the basement apartment was startled to life, swirling and churning from the sudden source of heat. His face was illuminated by the soft glow of the flame as he turned back to stare straight into the eyes of his sister.

Across the room, kneeling on a black fur rug that she had unfurled across the central space of the basement, Ashley watched him with a pit in her stomach. This was it. This was what she had waited for, years in the making.

Andrew stood and slowly walked over to her, crouching down and kneeling on the soft rug. He leaned in close, making her close her eyes in anticipation of a kiss.

Instead, he just barely brushed past her cheek and gently breathed on the back of her neck, flicking his tongue out and tracing the top of her ear before pulling away, and standing up.

Ashley was reeling from the contact, her kiss denied but her creamy skin set alight from the unexpected warmth and touch. Her neck burned from the teasing, demanding more, needing more.

She resisted whining, choosing to turn and watch as Andrew approached the light switches by the wall and wordlessly flicked them off, casting the room into half-shadow. The fire crackled and burned in its hearth, casting dancing shadows across the walls of the basement.

Ashley felt her throat go dry when Andrew slowly approached her, face completely stoic, large and defined hands carefully pulling back the black sleeves of his sweater.

###

Linn noticed the last of the light disappear behind the mountains. Twilight fell upon the fjord, and from her window on the second story, she could see the brutally cold waters of the harbor become immersed in deep shadow. Lights switched on, and many workers began their walks back home to their families—who would be waiting for them with open arms.

She thought it beautiful, in a way that made her heart ache.

###

Ashley’s breathing hitched when Andrew crouched down in front of her and stared deep into her eyes. She felt her chest tighten and her heart pick up in pace as he kept eye contact, eyes darting back and forth between her own.

“…what?” she asked, unable to stop a blush that seeped out through her cheeks.

“…you’re beautiful…” he whispered, reaching out and gently grazing her cheek; dragging a thumb across her cheek and her lips.

Ashley felt emotions hit her hard, wanting so desperately to hear him say that again. She let him explore her face with his rough, comforting hands. She felt the tantalizing warmth of his skin and savored the taste of it as his fingers set her lips ablaze with sensation. Ashley felt almost slutty when he gently opened her lips and traced the inside, pulling fingers away that were coated with her saliva.

She felt her womb burn with desire when he put those fingertips into his mouth, as if he were savoring a fine meal. All the while, he was staring right into her eyes.

“Tell me I’m beautiful again,” she whispered.

Andrew smiled, reaching out again, and choosing to play with her hair.

“You’re beautiful, Ashley,” he said.

Ashley wanted to melt from his words and his actions. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of his hands gliding through her black hair, before she felt her hair tie quickly being fussed with.

With practiced ease through years of helping his sister with her hair, Andrew cast the elastic hair tie to the floor and let Ashley’s wavy black hair pour over her shoulders like an inky waterfall. While she hated it being down, Andrew loved seeing the waves of raven hair intertwine and clash with one another like a living canvas of midnight.

Ashley opened her eyes inquisitively, her pink eyes framed by her black hair like twin beacons in the dusk of this basement.

“…you’re beautiful beyond words.”

Ashley closed her eyes again, blushing from his praise and the discomfort of her hair being let down. She didn’t enjoy the feeling of her hair brushing against her shoulders as it did; it drove her crazy.

But if Andrew liked it…maybe she could deal with it.

His hands threaded through her dark locks, tracing paths, and coiling wherever he pleased. Ashley sighed in contentment, shuddering when he eventually began to gently pull on the roots of her hair. It made her scalp ignite like fireworks, and it felt absolutely divine.

“That feels good,” she murmured.

Ashley only heard Andrew chuckle softly. He continued kneading and pulling, allowing her hair to envelop his fingers. She could only hear their breathing, with the occasional crackles and pops of the fire.

The room was warming up somewhat.

Ashley brought up her hands and felt along her brother’s exposed forearms, feeling his taught coils of muscle shift and tense as he glided through her locks. It was so arousing to feel his ministrations, to feel how his strong limbs were directing all their attention to her.

It made her feel special.

She couldn’t resist it. Ashley darted forwards and caught Andrew’s lips in a tight kiss—only for him to pull back and shake his head, cupping her chin.

“Not like that. Softly,” he whispered, bringing her lips back to his own…delicately.

Ashley loved being steered like this. Letting herself be directed back towards him, she did as commanded and kissed him gently. Such featherweight kisses were downright tantalizing, and almost caused her pain with the sensitivity of her lips brushing against his. Little arcs of lightning travelled down her spine each time they pulled away and fell back into one another, like two gravity wells circling one another until they collided.

He tasted so good…musky, manly, and all she ever wanted.

###

She tasted amazing, as usual. How he ever managed to keep his hands off her for even a moment was beyond him, as the intoxicating swirl of scent, taste, and touch became something much more.

If love and lust were to have had a combination with a name, this would have been the example. He loved her so much- loved how she drove him wild, loved how she spent so much attention on him, and how devoted she was to him and him alone. Yes, it was to a degree that was downright infuriating at times, but moments like this made it all worth it.

Her skin was soft and warm. As he had felt her hair, and watched her feel his arms, Andrew was resisting every urge to tear her clothes off right here and now. Her body was downright sinful, and the growing number of times he’d seen her in all her naked glory were just emblazoning it all into his mind. He saw her in his thoughts, heard her voice when he was alone, and could not stop thinking about doing everything wrong under the sun to her.

He wanted to fucking destroy her. That was the only way she would ever be truly his. It was the only way he knew that would ever come close to a physical manifestation of how he felt.

‘We’ll see who won’t pull out…’

He remembered what she had told him. Tonight was the night, after all. Would he be wise, choosing to resist that siren’s call? He could tell himself that he would, but he knew that in the heat of the moment, anything could happen.

Was he ready to accept the responsibility for what came after a decision like that? Hell, even if he didn’t go the entire way with Ashley, this was still her first time—and it was with him of all people. Some part of his brain, some socially inclined speck, protested loudly at the thought. It told him how terrible of a person he would be if he carried through, how he would need to spend a lifetime of repentance to make up for what he had done.

But a speck was all it was. It had withered on the vine the day he realized how little the expectations of greater society mattered in his life. When he drove the cleaver down into their neighbor’s body, he had severed the link between who he was before and who he had become.

Perhaps he’d always been this way.

The soft, tender kisses he’d placed made Ashley shiver and convulse under their incessant spell. Andrew smirked and brought a hand to the small of her back, dragging a finger as lightly as possible from her mid-back down to her hips. The light kisses had left her whole body as sensitive as possible to the slightest touch, and the resulting moan of pleasure and crumpling of her body was testament to just how powerful one touch could be.

He loved making her squirm like this.

“That…That’s black magic…” she said breathlessly, cheek dug into the soft black fur of the rug.

“We’ve seen black magic,” Andrew commented. “This…is just regular magic.”

Ashley smirked, still spasming from phantom sensations of touch along her lips and her lower back.

Andrew scooped her up off the rug, bringing her head back to eye level. She looked dazed.

He didn’t give her time to say anything, instead choosing to begin an attack on her exposed neck and shoulders. He threaded a hand through her thick, black hair; grabbing tightly and holding her head in place as he started placing a trail of kisses from her shoulder up to the crook of her jaw.

Ashley whimpered, still sensitive to his touch. Every little peck on her skin was like a little gunshot going off, sending reverberations through her nervous system.

Andrew pulled her hair, forcing her head backwards as he dug into her neck with more force, placing firm kisses and nibbles along her soft, supple skin.

Ashley nearly came when he bit into her neck and black choker, drawing pain from her bruises and an involuntary moan of pleasure that escaped her lips. In his teeth, she felt like an animal that had been caught by a predator. She could feel her panties getting…very wet.

Andrew nipped and bit all along her neck, switching sides and beginning the assault anew. He savored the sight of her bruises that he’d given her, especially when they were coated in his bites and saliva. She tasted so, so good. He wanted more.

Ashley whined when Andrew moved down towards her chest, cleavage out and waiting for his attention- yet denied when he placed transitory kisses above them and moved back to her shoulders and neck.

Still firmly in his grasp, Ashley made her desires known. She reached out and under Andrew’s black sweater, feeling the firm muscles of his back until she reached his own shoulders. Digging in, she clawed downwards hard enough to leave marks- possibly enough to make them bleed.

Andrew sharply inhaled, feeling Ashley rend his shoulders and back. He tightened his hold of her hair and bit down hard in response on her shoulder, making Ashley cry out in pain. Pulling back, he saw that he had left very visible teeth marks on her shoulder.

“Andrew…” she said, eyes locked onto his.

Ashley practically bled lust with an excited breath when Andrew indulged both of them, leaning forward and placing a firm kiss on her lips. Andrew let go of her hair, and Ashley wasted no time in wrapping her arms firmly around his neck- deepening the kiss as she leaned her entire body against his. In a split second of movement, she had straddled him and was passionately grinding against his leg, nibbling and licking at his lips in lust-driven desire.

Andrew couldn’t help himself, groaning in pleasure as the two clashed and grabbed at one another- trading kiss for kiss, touch for touch. Ashley’s hands wandered from his arms to his chest, to his back, and anywhere else within reach. Andrew did much the same, but focused on her ass that he squeezed hard enough to lift her off his lap and into the air for a split second- which made her squeal.

Refined kisses gave way to an animalistic affair, with lips smashing into each other hard enough to bruise, teeth and nails tearing into the skin of one another, and capped off by Andrew wrapping both of his hands around her throat and squeezing tight while continuing to attack her with kiss after kiss.

Ashley felt her breathing almost completely stop but continued the kisses that she so greedily desired. Her heartbeat was pounding in her head, her lungs were burning, but the pure pleasure that radiated outward from her lips and her pussy was more than worth it. Just a bit more. Just a bit more…

Andrew let go of Ashley’s neck, allowing her to gasp for air. She continued her assault upon him as if nothing had changed, before pulling back.

“Stop keeping me fucking waiting,” she growled. “I will do literally anything to be fucked right now. Just. Fucking. DO SOMETHING!”

Andrew grabbed her by the throat and pinned her to the rug, fingers intertwining with the black leather of her choker and her bruised skin that had been peppered with teeth marks. Ashley grinned widely, hands already trying to slide Andrew’s pants off his waist.

Andrew returned the favor, pulling up her short-sleeve black t-shirt and revealing her cute black and white polka-dot bra underneath. It was her favorite. He threw her shirt somewhere across the room and ran his hands down her ribs and firm tummy, savoring each delicious part of her.

Ashley decided to get his sweater first instead of his pants, pulling it up and exposing his toned, lithe body that had already been marred by her nails. The black mark of his gunshot wound stuck out like a sore thumb in his side.

“God, you’re hot,” she whispered, leaning down and licking up and down where she had scratched his torso, tasting the familiar metallic taste of iron.

Andrew slapped her ass hard while she did so, making her jump and bite down into Andrew’s skin.

“Come here,” he growled.

Andrew scooped her up bridal style and stood up, making Ashley cling to him for dear life as her body left the safety of ground. In a few steps, she was summarily dumped onto the blue couch face first, ass up in the air over the padded arm of the furniture.

Looking behind her in confusion, her question was answered as Andrew lifted her waist, unbuttoned and unzipped her grey jean shorts, and pulled them off in one swift motion. Underneath was lacy black underwear with white polka dots, a piece of lingerie that matched her bra.

“Cute,” Andrew remarked. “Did you expect something to happen? I know you didn’t have these on when we left the apartment earlier today…”

He spanked her, making her yelp and leaving a red handprint on her cheek. Andrew could see a dark spot where her pussy was leaking.

“Naughty girl…” he trailed off, taking two fingers and lightly dragging them against her lips through her underwear.

“Mm…Well, I guessed correctly, didn’t I?” she grit out, breathing heavily from the pleasure of finally being touched in the way she wanted.

“Yes you did,” he said huskily.

Andrew kept his slow, steady pace; pressing a bit harder into her wet polka-dot panties and reveling in slight wet noises that squelched from her pussy. Ashley buried her face into the cushions, letting out a moan that was mostly muffled.

Andrew crouched down, continuing to stroke her pussy and began to kiss and nip at her inner thighs.

This level of teasing drove Ashley insane. She gripped the cushions as tightly as possible, fingers and knuckles turning white from the pressure. Unconsciously, she drove her hips backwards into his face and fingers, womb crying out for her to make this man satisfy her primal instincts.

Andrew spanked her each time she attempted to move her hips closer to him; not hard enough to really hurt her, but enough to sting and slowly build up welts on her alabaster-white ass.

Her legs began to squirm, and Andrew could see her already-drenched panties suddenly get more wet. The noises of her arousal became louder and more distinct. She was close.

Andrew pulled her panties aside, exposing her lips and folds to the crisp air of the basement. He plunged his tongue inside her and swirled it around in long strokes like a paintbrush in a paint bucket.

Ashley’s whole body seized, convulsing from a powerful orgasm. Andrew could just barely feel it on his tongue, a faint whisper of a convulsion inside of her that let loose a torrent of fresh juices that he lapped up. She tasted…sweeter than usual. Her cum was different in viscosity too, almost like runny egg whites.

And it made him unbelievably horny.

Ashley panted, arms trembling as they slowly let go of the couch fabric. The furniture’s arm was soaked, but Andrew was sure they could clean it up if need be. Lord knows what this room had seen over the years, anyways.

Andrew got up from his position and slowly stalked over to Ashley. Where he stood, his crotch was just above eye level for her. Ashley’s eyes stared up at Andrew before tracing down his half-naked body to his very noticeable bulge in his pants.

Said bulge seemed to grow in size when Ashley started to masturbate right in front of him, staring right at his obscured cock and balls.

“Take these off and put your mouth to work,” he commanded, placing a hand on her back.

Ashley did as commanded, shuffling her hips and legs off of the raised sofa arm and getting her body more firmly onto the couch. Laying on her side, she deftly unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, pulling them down and revealing black boxers underneath with a particularly juicy-looking meal laying inside of them.

Soon the boxers were gone too, revealing a fully erect shaft standing proudly at attention. Without hesitation, Ashley grabbed it and did what her brother had commanded.

Sucking vigorously and pumping the shaft at the same time, Andrew was greeted with a beautiful spectacle of Ashley’s face, framed by her dark hair, looking up at him while she bobbed her head up and down on his cock. With a smile, she popped it out of her mouth and swirled her tongue around the tip.

“Like that?” she whispered.

“I do,” he groaned, looking towards the ceiling as she wove a spell upon his cock.

He felt her grab him firmly by the ass, guiding him towards the couch. Obliging, he sat down and was immediately and aggressively sucked off by Ashley. Her hands pumped and kneaded around his thick shaft, and her spit was trailing off from her mouth through her fingers—down his balls and legs. It was messy, and it was hot. Her slurps and hot breaths on his dick and balls were bringing him close to a climax of his own.

“You’re so tasty,” she moaned, his cock still firmly in her mouth and stuffed in one cheek as she said so.

Popping it out, she moved her head down and traced circles around his balls with her tongue, still pumping and twisting her hand around his spit-soaked cock. The sound of wet, slick skin echoed out with each motion she made. Taking his balls into her mouth, she savored the musky and salty taste while she made her tongue dance across them. She took the chance to unlatch her bra with a free hand, casting it away from her to the rug.

Ashley could feel her pussy tingle hard when she thought about how these balls would impregnate her- make her belly grow with his baby, her tits swell with delicious milk, her hips expand to give birth, and ultimately mark her as Andrew’s woman forever. Any thought of otherwise, any rational objection she could have had, they were absent and nowhere to be seen. She needed him to fill her up, and she needed it bad.

This debate was over for her. She hoped she was ovulating, which would explain why she was so horny and baby-crazy at the moment.

“I’m close,” Andrew grunted, grabbing Ashley by the hair and forcing her back onto his cock, going up and down faster and faster. Saliva practically poured from her mouth, and she began to masturbate once more as she felt him swell within her mouth; attacking her clit while pleasuring Andrew which heightened the experience tenfold.

His whole body tensed as hot white cum shot from his cock into her waiting mouth, sending wave after wave of pleasure through his body. His balls and pelvic muscles contracted hard enough to be almost painful, making him grit his teeth and gasp for air as his body gave everything it could.

Ashley took it all, rubbing herself frantically as the thick, indescribable taste of his semen flooded her senses. It made her mind go blank. It seeped into her nose, and it made her pussy gush with another wave of moisture. Opening her mouth, she showed it all to Andrew- creamy white cum coating every inch of her mouth. Then she swallowed it, gulp after gulp, opening her mouth once more to show it was all gone.

Andrew watched this with immense satisfaction. He loved how she showed off his cum like some sort of prize; a trophy she’d rightfully won from him.

“Hah…hah…well…are you ready?” Andrew asked her breathlessly, leaning down and placing a kiss on her lips.

She nodded, turning around and showing off her ass to Andrew. Her juices had completely saturated her entrance, and wet trails flowed like rivers from her pussy. In a highly erotic sight, she buried her face into the far cushion and spread her vulva and lips apart, showing off her completely soaked entrance.

Andrew tackled her, devouring her pussy with gusto as she writhed and moaned, finding that she quite enjoyed being eaten out from behind like this. She nearly screamed as she soon came a second time, yelling into the cushion as Andrew’s tongue brought her to another rousing orgasm.

Andrew pulled back, wiping her juices off his chin. She was moving uncontrollably in front of him, giggling feverishly to herself as aftershocks wracked her body. Steeling his heart, he stood up and flipped her over onto her back, scooping her up in his arms and carrying her to the bed.

It was time.

Placing her on the white cotton sheets, Ashley stretched out languidly before him, showing off her entire body. Her sizable breasts were perky, erect nipples sticking out and looking absolutely delicious to Andrew. Her curves brought his eyes down to her flat stomach that showed a hint of muscle, which ended at her enflamed and weeping pussy that was the one thing he needed above all else.

Andrew crawled onto the bed and pushed his way in-between Ashley’s legs. She spread them wide for him, showing a degree of flexibility that was somewhat impressive. Positioning himself above her, Andrew stared into her pink eyes that seemed to glow in the firelight. She stared back, reaching up and cupping his face.

“You’re all I ever wanted, Andrew.”

Andrew smiled, feeling his heart swell.

“I’m yours, and you’re mine. No matter what happens, we have each other,” Andrew responded.

Ashley nodded, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes.

“Make me yours forever.”

Andrew took a deep breath, positioning his cock at her entrance. As they touched, he could feel his sister’s heat practically radiating off of her—Ashley took a sharp breath at the contact as well.

Andrew looked into his sister’s eyes once more, and pressed inwards.

His long, thick, veiny cock glided in effortlessly. Ashley was tight, but so unbelievably wet that it didn’t matter at all. Andrew couldn’t believe how good it felt; each glorious inch of his cock being enveloped and devoured by Ashley.

Ashley was seeing stars, gasping for air as she felt herself being split open in one of the best ways she could have ever imagined. Nothing she had ever experimented with compared to this, this glorious, unbelievable feeling of being entered and stretched out by Andrew’s hot girth.

“Fuck…” he whispered, cautious about moving too much lest he cum immediately. “Does it hurt?”

Ashley shook her head, cheeks flushed red. Feeling herself beneath him, she ran her hands up and down her own body; exploring it as if for the first time. Andrew watched her grab and fondle her breasts, trace her nails down her sides, rub her clit, and feel him connected inside of her. It was as if she was entranced.

Ashley felt like a woman, like a being that had been completed without ever having known that she was originally unfinished. She marveled at how sensitive she’d become because of him, how having him inside of her made everything feel…right. She felt powerful, she felt hot, she felt like she was the most important thing in the world to Andrew in this very moment.

It was intoxicating.

“Go ahead,” she said after a moment. “…Fuck me.”

Andrew obliged.

Slowly, he pushed inwards as deeply as he could, making Ashley groan with pleasure as deep sensitive spots she hadn’t been aware of became stimulated for one of the first times in her life. As he bottomed out within her, she could feel his balls pressing against her entrance—reminding her all over again of how real this was. All it took was one orgasm from him right now, and their fate would be sealed.

That was so hot to think about. Ashley could feel the telltale echoes of another orgasm approaching, just from the idea of being bred by Andrew.

Andrew pulled out slowly, wincing at how tightly Ashley clamped down around his length. Lewd, profane noises emanated from where they were connected, reminding them of how visceral it was. Ashley felt a hollowness growing inside of her from where Andrew’s cock no longer was, a space that desperately cried out to be filled.

Then he slammed back into her.

Ashley cried out in ecstasy, pussy positively humming from the friction and pressure that his cock put upon her. She wrapped her arms around his back, bracing herself against his solid frame as he went in, out, in, out, and settled into a steady rhythm.

Andrew felt like his cock was going to melt. Ashley felt so slick, tight, and blazingly hot. Every stroke, every time she gasped and let out a high-pitched moan of pleasure, it brought him one step closer to the finish line that he so desperately did not want to cross.

Ashley had a strong suspicion that she was going to cum from penetration. That made her happy, considering she’d heard once in school that most women only came from rubbing their clits. She was going to cum all over his cock and was desperately trying to reach a good mental spot so that she could experience it faster.

Andrew felt her breathing pick up the pace, seeing her eyes close with concentration as something approached from deep within. Her legs began to tremble, and Andrew was struck with inspiration. If she was going to go over that edge for a third time, he might as well make it as intense as possible.

Ashley felt herself getting close, rubbing her hands up and down Andrew’s body and focusing on his ragged, uneven breathing as he fucked her faster and faster. It felt so, so good to have him so deep within her. She was going to cum again, and this one was going to be big.

Then she felt his hands wrap tightly around her throat, cutting off her breathing.

So close to orgasm, Ashley’s eyes shot open as the sudden denial of oxygen heightened the physical sensations- magnifying the feeling of his girth stretching her out and grinding against her insides. Over the edge she went, and she did so without a parachute.

Ashley convulsed maddeningly upon his cock, arms and legs contorting and shaking as a full-body volcanic explosion took over her body. She couldn’t stop moving, couldn’t stop her pussy from tightening like a vice around his thick shaft, and couldn’t, stop, fucking, cumming.

Andrew released his grip and pulled out after a moment of this, feeling his own orgasm nearly diving face first over the proverbial cliff. His dick pulsed with every heartbeat, slick and creamy with her juices. Even the thought of it was enough to almost make him cum.

Ashley took gasping breath after gasping breath, tears flowing from her eyes as the orgasm became some insane blend of pleasure and pain. Her muscles were sore, and she felt exhausted by the end of it- laughing deliriously and covering her face as a wide smile settled on her features.

“Jesus fuck,” she said. “I…What even…”

Andrew leaned in and placed kisses on her breasts, ignoring the urge to cum that was beyond overwhelming. His whole body was begging him to go back inside of her and finish the job.

She let out a contented sigh upon feeling his kisses, holding him close as she came down from her orgasmic high. The bliss she felt was worth anything it took to get to this place. Being here, with Andrew, with her love…it was all right. Except for one thing…

“So…why didn’t you cum?” she asked, pink, tear-stricken eyes looking up at him. “From what it looks like, you’re about to blow up.”

“It’s because I am,” he growled. “I just didn’t want to finish too soon.”

“Hoh, really?” she asked sarcastically. “How noble of you. But, let me put your mind at ease.”

Ashley cupped his face and smiled a beautiful, joyous smile.

“I don’t care. Finish it inside me. Fuck me until I’m nothing but a sloppy mixture of our cum.”

Andrew’s throat went as dry as sandpaper, and his heart accelerated in pace. God, everything she said was what he craved on the deepest level. But the logical part knew it wasn’t a good idea. The chances of her getting pregnant were massive, and she possibly already was considering he had cum already and then put his dick inside of her. Was he going to do it? Was he going to take the plunge and never look back? Or was he going to do the sensible thing and pull out, finish on top of her, and deal with the consequences of her anger later?

Ashley flipped over onto her belly underneath him, flicking back her shoulder-length black hair so she could look up at him. She shimmied backwards and rubbed her handprint-marked ass against his ultra-sensitive cock, sliding it between her ass cheeks and making him gasp as each motion brought him closer to orgasm.

She bit her lip unconsciously and spread her cheeks apart, revealing her drooling entrance.

“Do it, please. Please, please, it’s all I want. Make me yours.”

Andrew roughly grabbed her by the hips, angled his cock against her, and penetrated her to the hilt.

Ashley almost shrieked in lust, burying her head into the sheets as she cried an almost primeval wail of pleasure. Andrew jackhammered her as fast as he could, hips smashing into hers and forcing her body into the mattress with each thrust.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck! Don’t stop! Don’t stop! Oh, fuck! Andrew!” she cried out.

The shadows of the room darkened all around them, but they paid them no mind. They were like animals in heat, focused on breeding and nothing else. Nothing mattered except their task, so single-minded was their devotion.

As Ashley was fucked from behind, being ravaged in a way that she never could have expected to feel so good, she could feel the presence of something else within her mind. A familiar darkness. Being split apart by Andrew’s quickly-swelling cock, she saw a lone red eye focusing on her. It stared into her soul. Without a word, it seemed to enter her body, sending a shiver of cold through her spine that settled in her womb. The experience of being rammed by Andrew ramped up ten-fold in intensity, his flaming-hot cock contrasted by the sudden chill that met him with each thrust.

Andrew pumped away, knowing that- whatever the consequences- all of this would end only one way tonight. He just knew it in his bones. As he began the final stretch, mind drunk on the idea of making her his forever, he felt a familiar presence enter his being. Creaking black wood, power that he barely fathomed- it was the being of branches and roots. Without a word to him, it crossed his body with a shiver and settled into his balls like a cooling wave. It made his skin tingle, and reminded him of just how badly he needed to cum.

Andrew felt it coming. It was almost here. It was just a thrust away, and…

He came.

Thrusting all of the way inside of her, Andrew’s toes curled as pulse after pulse of his orgasm sent hot ropes of thick, white cum splattering against her cervix. After multiple, intense pumps, Andrew realized that the divine feeling of orgasm was not receding, no- it was building to one more, final crescendo.

Ashley moaned like a bitch in heat, feeling wave after wave of hot cum coat her insides. It was so good…it made her feel full in both body and spirit. She never wanted to be without this. She never wanted to go a day without feeling this again. This…this was her purpose. Holy fuck, this was what life was about, wasn’t it?

She understood, in that moment, what her entire life was going to be devoted to. There was no other way she could go on.

Within her womb, the icy chill concentrated into a pinpoint. Pleasure grew as it did so, the familiar feeling of orgasm approaching yet again. It suddenly skyrocketed.

In unison, Andrew and Ashley came together. The chill within them detonated.

Andrew and Ashley had the wind knocked out of them; so intense was the sensation. Open-mouthed, they could hardly fathom the eldritch feeling of two alien things colliding in the course of their orgasms.

They saw it clear as day: an endless wall of staring, unblinking eyes rushing towards an advancing tree that had no beginning and no end; whose branches stretched into the heavens and whose roots reached into the depths of hell. Where they met, red flashes of color exploded in darkness. The endless expanse was ignited by their conflict, as eyes were penetrated by sharp branches, bark was stripped bare and covered with demonic pupils, and two horribly unknown entities became something new for an infinitely small moment in time.

Eyes and roots became one. Something wrong, terrifying, and impossible. It was something that should not, and could not exist, and thus summarily fell apart instantly afterwards. But before it did so, it reached out and touched both Andrew and Ashley like a divine revelation.

And then it was gone.

Andrew collapsed onto Ashley, body and mind unnaturally spent. His still-hard cock plugged her pussy, preventing his cum from pouring out of her. Ashley simply laid there beneath him, mind blank and unable to process what she had just experienced.

They had seen something. What it was, what it meant, why their demonic hosts had been involved, all of it was beyond them.

Perhaps it was better that way.

“…I…I don’t think I can move,” he said breathlessly, whispering softly into Ashley’s ear.

“…me either,” she mumbled.

Moving to remove himself from her, his raw nerves were set alight from her newly-coated insides squeezing him as he pulled his cock out. With a slick sound accompanying his cock leaving her pussy, he saw a small stream of cum quickly leak out of her vagina. His handiwork, for the world to see.

Andrew laid beside Ashley, pulling her close. She latched onto him, coming back down to earth with him. She could feel his cum slowly leaking from her, which made her smile. She got what she wanted, finally.

“How did it feel?” Andrew asked. “Before…whatever that was.”

“Honestly? You better watch out,” Ashley said with a tired smile, reaching down towards Andrew’s lower half. “Because that was the best thing I’ve ever felt. Ready for a round two?”

Andrew winced, his cock incredibly sensitive and now being fondled again by Ashley.

“I’m not ready yet, it’s still pretty-“

Ashley’s gaze was turning feral, her brother’s words going in one ear and right out the other. She needed him. She needed more.

With shaky legs, Ashley pushed herself on top of him. Grinning a sly smile, she grabbed his cock and guided it back inside her, moaning in bliss as that amazing feeling of being filled to the brim returned. She pushed his entire length back into her, ignoring his hiss of pain and grinding her hips against his; finding a rhythm that felt good for her.

She thrust herself up and down upon Andrew, realizing that this position also let her rub her clit against him at the same time of being penetrated. It was heavenly. Deep erogenous zones thrummed with each thrust, and Ashley grew faster and faster in her attack.

“Good god, relax Ashl- fuck!”

Ashley smirked, sweat covering her body as she worked Andrew for everything he had. She could feel him begin to reciprocate, matching his thrusts into her with her movements which intensified the feeling. His cum being driven deeper and deeper into her with each thrust drove her wild, and she desperately wanted to replicate the feeling again.

But alas, this many orgasms in, a man was going to need some work before he did so again. Not a problem for her, though.

Sitting up and straddling Andrew, she rocked her hips to and fro upon him, dragging her nails down his chest and leaving bloody-red marks.

Andrew clenched his teeth in pain, gripping her thighs with force. He hoped it hurt, but it didn’t seem to slow her down. She kept up her pace, as if she were milking his cock with her pussy- and continued to drag her nails across his body.

Andrew retaliated.

He angrily grabbed her by her choker and yanked her down on top of him, biting hard into her neck and smashing upwards into her pussy as hard and as fast as he could. She let out an excited giggle, moaning sweetly into her brother’s ear as he pounded her hard from underneath, arms wrapped around her waist and not letting her go.

When he went fast like this, it made it all feel so much better for Ashley. She felt dominated, tamed, and completely at his mercy. She couldn’t get away if she tried, and the end result was assured no matter what she did. He was going to cum deep inside her again. Oh god, she couldn’t wait.

For a brutally sweaty five minutes, Andrew kept up this frantic pace of fucking. His core burned with exertion, but Ashley’s groans and squeals of pleasure sustained him. Finally, before his body gave out, he gave a final series of strokes into her, pressing up as deeply as possible as he came inside her again. Her walls were painted with his semen, flooded with his sperm, and marked as his territory now and always.

Ashley, drenched in sweat, fell onto her brother’s chest, breathing heavily. She didn’t have any time to recover however, as Andrew quickly pushed her off him and onto her back. Bewildered, Ashley’s heart exploded with joy as Andrew took his cum-covered cock and penetrated her again, picking up a new rhythm.

“You’re not going to sleep tonight. That’s a promise I made, and I’m going to keep it,” he whispered into her ear.

Ashley couldn’t even respond, lost in the sensation of his throbbing hard cock churning and mixing his delicious cum inside of her, stretching her out and making her his little moaning bitch. She clawed at his back, relishing the bites on her neck, shoulders, and tits that he returned in kind.

By the light of the fireplace, covered in sweat, bleeding from scratches and bites, Andrew and Ashley consummated their love into the night.

They didn’t stop until the morning came.

END OF PART 8




